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CHAPTEK XIX. 

Among the customs prevalent with all 
classes of Mussulmans, indicative of a 
low state of civilization, not to say of 
absolute barbarism, is that of early 
rising. To be up with, nay before 
the sun, is the extravagant habit, not 
only of old black ladies and reverend 
Cadis, but even of Shahs, Padishas, 
and Pashas of one, of two, ay of three 
tails. One can understand why the 
poor, vulgar drudges, who gain the 
bread of carefulness by the sweat of 
their brows, and cannot afford the ex- 
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2 PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 

hilarating light of candles and lamps, 
should make the most of that very com- 
mon and cheap luminary — the OTeryday 
sun ; but to your enlightened notions, 
O Frengui, who are living in the broad 
blaze of les lumiSres du sHcle^ it must 
appear very extraordinary to find so dis- 
tinguished a personage as Mukhtar 
Pasha, the eldest bom of a vezir, ac- 
tually sipping his coffee and smoking 
his pipe at the open window of a sum- 
mer pavilion, in the midst of a cherry- 
orchard, a few minutes after sunrise, 
the same morning on which the events 
of the last interesting chapter were trans- 
acting. 

What was he doing there so early, in 
his comer, with his eyes bent on the 
ground, as if in deep meditation, or per- 
haps not quite awake? He was in the 
condition of the fabulist's melancholy 
hare, whose description may, by the 
alteration of a word, a^^ly to the 
animal with two scuts: — 
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** Un Pasha en son gite songeait 
(Car que faire en un gite, k moins que Ton ne 

songe ?) 
Dans un profond ennui ce Pasha se plongeait : 
Get animal est triste, et la erainte le ronge." 

Mukhtar Pasha was, in fact, in great 
anxiety about the result of the Guiaoor 
Mehemet EflPendi's essay to convert Photo. 
Conscious that he had treated the object 
of his redoubtable father's persecution 
with greater leniency than he could dare 
justify, and which he knew the sulky 
Lal^ would not «fail to comment upon 
before the Vezir in an unfavourable man- 
ner, and at the same time not being yet 
stiffened in cruelty to the exclusion of the 
natural feelings of humanity, he hoped 
that if he could persuade the youth to 
renounce his faith, and then present him 
to his father as a captive to Islam, gained 
by the terror of his name, the gratification 
of Al^*s pride would make him overlook 
his revenge, and the boy's life might be 
saved. 

B 3 
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He was now expecting, with concen- 
trated impatience, the return of the Tscha- 
odsh sent to call Mehemet Effendi into 
his presence, to give an account of his 
mission. 

The messenger returned with the 
news that the Effendi was nowhere to 
be found — that since last night he had 
disappeared from home — that on asking 
what had become of him the only answer 
he got from an old Arabissa was, ** Allah 
hilir! — God knows I** and the door slam- 
med in his face. " I believe, O Pasha,'* 
added the Tschaodsh, putting the point 
of his finger to his temple with a motion 
representing the boring of an awl or gim- 
let, and winking his eye significantly, " I 
believe the woman is mad." 

"Mad, indeed 1" exclaimed the Pasha, 
whose impatience to see the renegado was 
now worked up into wrath by so cavalier 
a treatment of his messenger by a black 
slave ; " mad or not mad, the old cow 
shall answer for her insolence. But go 
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first to the prison, and inquire of the 
jailer at what hour Mehemet Effendi was 
with him last night, and when he left him. 
Go I" 

*' So please you, Effendim,** replied the 
Tsehaoosh, ** I went thither from the 
Guiaoor's house, and there I heard that 
the jailer himself had disappeared, and 
nohody knew what had hecome of him." 

** Allah I Allah V* exclaimed the Pasha, 
as vague suspicions suddenly arose which 
made him fear for the security of the pri- 
soner ; "gol" cried he, to his attendants, 
** go I fly 1 search in all directions for the 
two runaways, and send two Falikaria to 
the under-jailer, with orders to bring the 
Suliote before me instantly. Go I ** 

** Mad, indeed 1 the world is gone madi 
. . . . But whom have we here, in the 
name of Shaitan ? Is that the same ? " 
said Mukhtar, pointing to the door which 
opened in the wall of the orchard, through 
which was presently seen entering a crowd 
of greasy artizans in the suite of a veiled 
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woman, who carried a bundle under her 
arm, and was accompanied by a little old 
Turk with a brass inkstand in his girdle, 
showing him to be a man of the pen. 

"Yes, O Effendiml" replied the 
Tschao6sh, who was the only person 
remaining in attendance at the pavilion ; 
** that is the same ; I know her by her 
torn ferej6;" and at a nod from the 
Pasha he went down into the garden, 
and made a motion to the whole party to 
wait under the window ; and then ad- 
dressing himself to the Turkish scribe, 
told him to explain the object of the 
extraordinary assemblage. 

Before the little man could open his 
mouth to answer the reasonable request, 
our black friend, lifting up her bundle, 
and turning her face upwards to Mukhtar 
Pasha, who sat at the window, renewed 
her old cry of « Hak, hak ! " 

''M oW(Jw?_What has happened?" 
rejoined the Tschao6sh, directing his 
speech to the scribe, who, while the black 
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creature continued to bawl the same 
monosyllable with the same praiseworthy 
perseverance, attempted no reply, but 
taking his own garment by the collar, 
shook it with a corresponding uplifting of 
the eyes and shrugging of the shoulders, 
which said, ** There is no doing anything 
with the old scold." 

At a motion made by the Pasha, the 
Tschaoosh told the scribe to follow him ; 
and, leaving the crowd outside, they both 
went up into the pavilion. 

** Boo kalabalyk nd dir ? — What is all 
this hubbub?" asked Mukhtar; ** who 
are you? what does that mad woman 
want ? " 

" Effendimiz^ replied the Turk, lean- 
ing forward with an humble bend of the 
body, and carrying his hand to his lips 
and forehead, ^^ Effendimiz Sultanim ! (my 
Lord and Sultan!) what can I answer? I 
am your slave, the Cadi's kiatib. As for 
that water-mill, whose clack has not ceased 
since the cock crew this blessed morning, 
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what can I say? — she is a woman, and 
that says everything. She is black, and 
SO is Shaitan. She is • ... as my Sul- 
tan truly says." Here the little man made 
a gimlet of his forefinger as the Tschaodsh 
had done before him, from which it may 
be inferred that that Oriental gesture is 
synonymous with the term cracked in our 
Occidental language. 

"Then as for the hubbub/* continued 
he, " 'tis on account of a kaook and a 
papouch which . . . ." 

^^ But who and what are all those peo- 
ple besides?** said the Pasha. 

** May it please our Lord and Sultan,*' 
answered the Kiatib, "they are all the 
Kaookchis and all the Papouchtchis, which 
this city of lodnnina contains. Praised 
be the Prophet I no good Mussulman need 
fear going barefooted or bareheaded while 
the present generation of workers for both 
ends lives. Thanks be, there are almost 
as many cobblers as legs in this town I " 

** But what do the gorumsaks here ? ** 
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said the Pasha. ^^Who sent them all 
here?'' 

" It is therefore I am sent hy the Cadi, 
O my Pasha I to represent to your excel- 
lent dignity that, as he found it impossible 
to satisfy the plaintiff — the negress — she 
having appealed to your justice in the 
absence of our Lord and Sultan the Ve- 
zir, your father, he was compelled to refer 
to you, O my Pasha, who are renowned 
for your impartiality and condescension, 
to investigate her cause, and under a de- 
cision which, please the blessed Prophets 
and the Imams, may, if such a thing be 
possible, stop her everlasting jabber." 

The Kiatib then related all that had 
previously happened of the complaint 
brought before the Cadi by the negress, 
and concluded by saying : " Thus, 
BabamI (O my father I) it appears that 
this daughter of the true faith — for after 
all, black as she is, she is a true believer 
— seeks justice against the person who 
overturned her last night in the kennel. 



10 PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 

tore and put out her lautem, and made 
that rent in her cloak.** 

" Anladim ! " said the Pasha. " You 
Tschaodsh, do you go down and arrange 
them all in a row under the window. You, 
Kiatib, remain here; I may want your 
pen.** 

The Tschao6sh went down into the 
garden, and called out with the audible 
and solemn tone of a public crier, — 

**Ye makers of shoes and slippers, 
stand in a row to the right of the woman ! 
Ye makers of kaooks and kalpacks, stand 
in a row to the left of the woman I ** At 
this summons seventeen brethren of the 
last and awl arranged themselves in silence 
to the right, while seven coverers of skulls 
took their station on the left of the 
negress. 

** Now stand forward, O woman I and 
prefer your complaint, and produce your 
witnesses before our Lord the Pasha I ** 

On this she advanced close imder the 
window, from which, at a small height 
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from the ground, Mukhtar was looking 
on the assembly, which was further aug- 
mented by a crowd of idlers who had 
accompanied them into the garden, and 
unfolded her bundle, whence she drew 
the lantern, kaook, and the slipper ; and 
having related her adventure of the pre- 
ceding night, concluded with her usual 
demand of " Hak^ haki** 

** Whom do you suspect, my good 
woman,'' said the Pasha, " of the assault 
you complain of?" 

" Everybody I *' replied the black 
venom. 

** Nay," said the Pasha, who seemed 
to find a temporary relief from his own 
anxiety about the jailer's disappearance 
in the amusing irritability of the fair 
complainant. " Nay, if everybody is the 
object of your suspicion, perhaps I was 
the person?" 

" Who knows ? " she retorted. " Allah 
hilirr 

** Where are your witnesses ? '* 
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"HereP and she held up the three 
articles ahove mentioned. 

The Pasha, addressing theTschao6sh : — 

** Take up the slipper, and carry it in 
turns to every Papouchtchi present. Let 
each examine it well, and say whether he 
knows it — whether he made it." 

The Tschaoosh did as he was bid; 
the slipper was passed from each to his 
neighbour, beginning with the one fur- 
thest from the negress — every one with 
a gesture of negation, and yoky denying 
his acquaintance with the ragged, filthy 
sole, as if ashamed of such low acquaint- 
ance, till it came to the last in the row, 
a little, ferret-eyed, grey cobbler, who, 
having turned it over and over, and 
looked at it with the minutest attention, 
returned it into the hands of the interro- 
gator, and said, with an affirmative 
nod: — 

** Bilirim ! — I know it I " 

He had no sooner uttered the word, 
than the black woman, who had narrowly 
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watched the whole proceeding, exclaimed 
with fury : — 

** Bilirin ! — You know, do you ? 
Isht^ I — There's for you I '* 

So saying, she darted upon the luckless 
cobhler, with an activity which neither 
he, innocent soul, nor any of the bystanders, 
could have anticipated from so uncouth 
and beswaddled a creature. 

In an instant her vengeful nails were 
stuck in both his cheeks, from which 
she loosened her hold only to take a fast 
gripe of his beard ; which she tugged at 
with repeated jerks till the poor wretch 
to whose chin the venerable appendage 
belonged, having recovered from the sur- 
prise of the sudden invasion, collected his 
forces for resistance. 

To strike a woman is, in all countries, 
an unseemly outrage on the decencies of 
life; and however, in his own harem, a 
Turk may lawfully worry his spouse, in 
which he may be pretty sure of having 
the assistance of her ** doubles^'' it is only 
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when reduced to the direst necessity that 
he would dare return even a slight pinch 
to one of the fair sex in public, especially 
if she have the additional privilege of 
being sanctified by a touch of madness. 
Add to this» our podF cobbler belonged to 
the respectable fraternity of the hen- 
pecked, — a kind of freemasonry, whose 
lodges are to be found established wherever 
the better half of the rational creation 
have, as is their due, a rightful share of 
dominion : so, being not unaccustomed at 
home to the treatment he was now tasting 
abroad, he tried to escape from further 
injury by catching hold of the devil's 
thumbs ; which, having succeeded in, he 
held them fast, and called for help to the 
Tschaodsh, begging, for mercy's sake, 
that if he would only secure him from the 
fury of this tigress he would tell all he 
knew. 

The officer, interposing his staff of 
office between them, forbid^ .any further 
hostilities in the name of the Pasha. 
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Then, pushing the negress back, and 
placing himself so as to protect the un- 
happy Crispin from her renewed assault, 
he told him to deliver his testimony 
without fear. 

" What do you know of this matter, 
old codger?" said Mukhtar: ** what just 
reason have you given to the woman to 
be thus ruffled at the sight of you? Had 
you any hand in her overturning last 
night? Say, Papouchtchil speak the 
truth/' 

" Oh, my Lord and Sultan I" said the 
cobbler, ** what can such a poor old man 
as I know of anything ? What can I do ? 
I am a cobbler, and must mend old shoes 
and old slippers ; but as for having a 
hand in putting that . • • • that lady up- 
side down in the kennel, indeed I wish 
she had meddled with my beard as little 
as I did with her, or her lantern. Never 
did I see her face before, in light or in 
darkness ; and if she accuses me of having 
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even touched her carcase, I know who is 
the greatest liar in the world, next to the 
accursed Shaitan." 

" Liar yourself T' here hurst forth afresh 
the volcano. " You hlear-eyed stitcher of 
leather! you lump of cobbler's wax! did 
not you say, * Bilirim f ' " 

The Pasha here told the old hag that 
if she dared to interrupt the proceeding 
again, he would have her tied up in her 
own cloak and thrown into the lake, 
without mercy. 

The cobbler proceeded : — 

** The papouch I know. I know it by 
this patch ; and it is the same I sold to 
the Guiaoor Mehemed EflTendi the day 
before yesterday." 

*'0h, the monster!'* here exclaimed 
the negress. " Then, it was he himself, 
and no other, who thus maltreated me! 
Ah, the Guiaoor! I always thought 
he was no true Mussulman, with that 
yellow face of his! But he shall lead 
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such a life of it between his wife and 
me, that it will be a relief to him to get 
into Jehennum" (Hell). 

From this amiable speech, it may be 
gathered that the speaker was neither 
more nor less than part and parcel of 
the harem, or female establishment, be- 
stowed on the Signor Geronimo Malafidi, 
- as a compensation for the sacrifice of 
V^his conscience when he became a pro- 
* fessor of Islam. A more equitable quid 
pro quo could not have been arranged; 
the amount of conscience and value of 
the compensation being exactly equal. 

While the Turco-Jesuit's well-wisher 
was yet speaking, one of the messen- 
gers who had been sent in quest of him 
hastily came in and informed the Pasha 
that the stray Effendi had been founds 
and that he would appear in his presence 
as soon as he had provided himself with 
a kaook and benish, he having been 
(so was the report) waylaid and attacked 
by a black Pehlivan, disguised as a 
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woman, who having stript him of these 
articles, and soundly cudgelled him, had 
left him for dead in the street, where he 
had only just come to his senses. 

" No matter whether lie have a kaook 
or not," exclaimed the Pasha ; " go, fetch 
him hither instantly. But say, what 
news of the jailer?** 

*'He has been found, too," said the 
messenger ; " but I have not seen either 
of them. I have only reported what I 
heard ; the bazaar is full of the story." 

The man had hardly ended, and was 
setting off to fulfil the Pasha's commis- 
sion, when another came hastily in and 
said : " He is coming I he is coming I 
IshtSf — Behold him I " And the moment 
after walked up the alley of the orchard, 
leading straight to the spot under the 
window where stood the blackamoor and 
the assembled operatives before men- 
tioned, the now important personage 
Guiaoor Mehemet Effendi — sans cloak, 
sans kaook, sans slippers. 
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A more doleful creature, and withal 
a more ridiculous^ never appeared in 
such plight hefore a Mussulman assem- 
hly. A Turk in puhlic, without kaook 
or henish, is indeed almost as strange 
a sight ss the Irishman escaping from 
his bed at the alarm of fire, and slipping 
on nothing but his boots, for dacencys 
sake. 

Before he had time to place himself 
in an attitude of respect before the Pasha, 
the sable portion of his harem, whom the 
shame-stricken, chopfallen renegado did 
not expect to meet here, snatching the 
slipper out of the cobbler's hand, thrust 
it under the Effendi's nose, and said with 
a grin of anticipated triumph, — 

** There, you old dromedary I do you 
know that? Look at itl Don't you 
know it by its patch, you skin-flint, 
miserly, niggardly, threadbare Guiaoor?" 

Now, whether the good man really 
was not acute physiognomist enough to 
distinguish the countenance of an old 

c 2 
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papouch at first sight, or whether — such 
is human nature — he was ashamed to 
acknowledge relationship with anything 
that hetokened the lack of that pros- 
perity and abundance by which we all, 
Christians and Mussulmans, are too apt 
to measure our respect and esteem for 
each other, he returned a flat denial — 
** Yokf Bilmem, — No, I don't know it," — to 
the question, and would have pushed on, 
when the cobbler assailed him with : — 

" How ? You do not know your own 
property, man? Did not you pay me 
but the day before yesterday for the pair ? 
and did not you get them so cheap, only 
twenty-five paras, because they came in 
the Chifoot's* parcel from the Bit Bazaar,t 
where, Shukur Allah I old slippers and 
everything else are to be had in plenty in 
plague time?" 

The Pasha, who overheard from his 
window, and was diverting himself with 

♦ Chifoot, term of contempt for Jew. 
f Bag-fair, literally the Loase-market. 
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thQ squabble, no sooner learnt from this 
dialogue that he had a plaguy article 
from the Bit Bazaar, than he turned pale 
with fright ; for, though a Mussulman by 
profession, he like all his family was but 
a wet one^ and therefore had not that 
comfortable, implicit resignation to Kis- 
met, which is the consolation and strength 
of your regular sedate fatalist. The 
suspicion, therefore, of the possibility of 
contagion, had no sooner been awakened 
in his mind, than his first thought was 
to remove the danger as speedily as pos- 
sible from the neighbourhood of his 
own person ; and he screamed out to 
the Tschaodsh to drive every creature 
out of the garden instantly, and shut 
the door. — No sooner said than done. 

The Tschao6sh, with his staff of oflBce, 
began instantly to lay about him to the 
right and left. A rush was made for the 
door by the crowd, the three nearest of 
whom, the negress, the cobbler, and the 
Effendi, were in consequence favoured 
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with a supplementary portion of rare 
knocks, and when locked out, were 
heard in the street, squabhling and dis- 
puting together, till the sounds died 
away, and the Pasha's anxiety was 
awakened to another and a nearer sub- 
ject by the arrival of the jailer, whom 
we shall leave for the present to account 
as best he could for the escape of Photo, 
while we ascertain what is become of our 
young hero. 



V 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Ignatios, Bishop, or, according to the 
modern Greek expression, Despot of Arta, 
was to the Herod of Albania what the 
Baptist Prophet had been to the real 
Herod — a faithful, honest, and fearless 
counsellor, whom the tyrant ofttimes sent 
for, and heard gladly. 

His love for his people, the zeal and 
firmness with which he advocated their 
cause against the oppression and extortions 
of their ruthless masters, the meekness 
and patience with which he shared the 
sufferings he could not avert, had obtained 
for him of Arta* the veneration and 
affection of his flock ; while his talents 
and integrity, combined with the extensive 
influence which these qualities gave him 

* ndeNote. 
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generally over the Christian population 
of Al^'s Fashalik, extorted the respect 
and attracted the confidence of a man dis- 
posed by his own vices and perfidiousness 
to mock at virtue and distrust every living 
being. 

For the greater facility of consulting 
the Bishop, the Pasha gave him a house at 
loannina, where he made him reside the 
greater part of the year. After a longer 
absence than usual, which he had been 
spending at the proper seat of his diocese, 
Ignatios had just returned, and he was 
preparing to retire to rest after the fatigue 
of the day's journey, when his attendant- 
deacon suddenly entered the room, ex* 
claiming, in a tone which betrayed some 
degree of alarm : — 

"Pardon me, ODhespotesI but there is 
a youth who has forced his way into the 
house; he asks to see your Holiness, 
and will not take a refusal. I told him 
your commands were not to be intruded 
on at this hour. He says 'tis a matter of 
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life and death ; and, in truth, the poor 
creature seems at his wit's end.*' 

" Is it so ? '* answered the Bishop calmly. 
** Let the unhappy Christian come in ; he 
no doubt wants relief of some kind. You 
know there is no intrusion in such cases, 
Dhiako. Call him in directly.*' 

Photo Tzavella, who was standing out- 
side, hearing these words as the Deacon 
lifted up the veil of the door, did not wait 
to be formally ushered in. He rushed 
past the Deacon, and throwing himself on 
his knees at the feet of the Bishop, who 
was seated in the further corner of the 
sofa, humbly hut fervently kissed the hem 
of his garment, and then, looking up into 
his eyes as one who feels that he has found 
a refuge, pressed both his hands against 
his own throbbing heart, and waited in 
silence the Bishop's pleasure. 

The eyes which met Photo's wore a 
look made to inspire confidence at once 
in the beholder. From their dewy light 
mildly gleamed the mingled rays of com- 
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passion, meekness, and intelligence. In 
the expression of the mouth, though silent, 
could he traced the character of one whose 
hahitual conversation was in heaven ; and 
on the open forehead, laid hare hy the 
parting of the locks that fell on either side 
down to the shoulders, was stamped a mild 
dignity and candour, which seemed to in- 
vite at once respect and affection. 

"Who and what art thou, my child?'* 
said the good man, addressing himself to 
Photo in a voice, the very sound of which, 
issuing from the depths of a heart over- 
flowing with compassion and love for all 
God's creatures, because the creatures of 
God, carried, comfort and hope to the 
suffering soul. 

** An orphan child," answered Photo ; 
" the son, once, of Lamhro Tzavella the 
Suliote.'' 

" How I** exclaimed the Bishop, excited 
from his usual calmness to a tone of high 
animation. ^^ Art thou, then, that Photaki 
of whom Mavromati spoke to me ? ** 



\ 
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Ph. ** Eyo; u[i*t — I am he.** 

B. ** How earnest thou here, boy ? He 
told me, but two days since, he had left 
thee at Kalarytes/' 

Ph. ** The Doctor spake true : I only 
came here yesterday." 

B. "But, my poor child, hast thou lost 
thy wits ? Didst thou think to escape the 
Vezir's vigilance by coming to loannina, 
and that, too, with thy father dead ? Didst 
thou not say so, boy ? " 

Ph. " No, no ; he is not dead, but / am 
dead to him, and . • • . to my mother, 
too/' 

Here the recollection of that fatal letter 
so entirely unmanned the poor youth, that 
the tide of unuttered woe, which had so 
long been pent up in the solitude of his 
breaking heart, at once burst forth in an 
agonising flood of tears, which soon min- 
gled with those of the sympathising pastor, 
who had early learnt, and had, alias ! too 
many an opportunity to weep with them 
that weep ; and, like the great Exemplar 
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he ever set before his eyes, in all the afflic- 
tions of his people to be himself afflicted. 

" God bless thee, my son ! ** said he to 
Photo. 

" And may I call you father, Dhespoti- 
mou?" said Photo, touched to feminine 
softness by the tender sympathy of the 
venerable man. 

** I would, indeed, be a father to thee, 
poor youth ! ** answered Ignatios ; ** but 
only to aid thee to look up higher, to a 
heavenlv one. It is from Him that thou 
must seek for strength in the hour of 
anguish.** 

** Indeed, my father," exclaimed Photo, 
making an effort to overcome the passion 
of grief which had nearly overwhelmed his 
reason — ^^ indeed, it is not that I am afraid 
to die ; I know there is no escape for me, 
particularly .... Indeed, why should I 
wish now to live ? I have nothing more 
worth living for, and the sooner the hour 
comes the better ; but to die without one 
kind look from my mother — ^without one 
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word of encouragement from my father! 

Oh ! pray for me ; pray with 

me ; speak to me of the Crucified ; tell 
me I shall soon he with my brother in 
Paradise!** 

In saying this, he placed himself natu- 
raUy in an attitude of prayer, and having 
made the sign of the cross, waited with 
clatsped hands, and an expression of humble 
devotion, not unmixed with awe, that the 
Bishop should comply with his request. 

Ignatios, stooping forward, kissed the 
youth's forehead, and said, with a paren- 
tal accent, that went to Photo's inmost 
heart, — 

** God help thee, toy poor child ! God 
sustain thee and strengthen thee, and send 
thee help from the sanctuary ! Yes, my 
son, both for thee and with thee will I 
pray ; would that my life could be taken 
for thy life ! " As he spoke he rose from 
his seat, and then kneeling down by the 
side of the lad, he prayed aloud, as they 
pray who believe that there is a God in 
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heaven, aad who wish to he heard by 
Him. 

No mitred pontiff, in all the pomp and 
majesty of splendid cathedral worship, 
ever produced such an effect on a crowded 
congregation as did this genuine re- 
presentative of apostolic simplicity and 
zeal on his one fellow- worshipper, whose 
responses consisted of silent tears smd 
deep-drawn sighs. But they were no 
longer the sighs and tears of a despond- 
ing, wretched orphan ; the filial confidence 
and awful humility with which the pious 
man preferred his fervent petitions for 
the poor sufferer that knelt beside him, 
brought down a blessing of consolation 
and hope from those hidden treasures of 
mercy which seem peculiarly reserved in 
store, "fast by the throne of God," for 
the fatherless and the widows in their 
desolation. 

The young man felt as if he had been 
strengthened by an angel from heaven, 
and when the good Bishop ceased and 
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word of encouragement from my father I 

Oh ! pray for me ; pray with 

me ; speak to me of the Crucified ; tell 
me I shall soon he with my hrother in 
Paradise ! ** 

In sajdng this, he placed himself natu- 
rally in an attitude of prayer, and having 
made the sign of the cross, waited with 
clffsped hands, and an expression of humhle 
devotion, not unmixed with awe, that the 
Bishop should comply with his request. 

Ignatios, stooping forward, kissed the 
youth's forehead, and said, with a paren- 
tal accent, that went to Photo's inmost 
heart, — 

** God help thee, toy poor child ! God 
sustain thee and strengthen thee, and send 
thee help from the sanctuary I Yes, my 
son, hoth for thee and with thee will I 
pray ; would that my life could he taken 
for thy life I " As he spoke he rose from 
his seat, and then kneeling down hy the 
side of the lad, he prayed aloud, as they 
pray who helieve that there is a God in 
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interest by the Bishop, led to another 
question. 

" But how didst thou find thy way to 
this house? Who told thee where I 
lived ? And how durst thou, in thy 
flight from the prison, stop to inquire ? '* 

** Surely it was God and the blessed 
Panayia that guided my steps,** answered 
Photo ; " for indeed I knew not whither 
I fled. I rushed in at the first door which 
I perceived to be open, and here am I, O 
my father, safe under thy roof I ** 

" Would I could place thee beyond the 
reach of danger, my child,** said the 
Bishop, with a melancholy smile. ** Tell 
me, didst thou meet with any one in the 
streets ? — thinkest thou any one saw thee 
come into my house ?** 

The Dhiako, who at this moment en- 
tered the room to make the preliminary 
arrangements for supper, saved Photo the 
trouble of replying to the last question. 

" I saw," said he, " two of the Pasha's 
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Palikaria at the comer of the street, 
just as I was shutting- to the door ; a 
moment later, and the poor burnt one 
would have been shut out : he would 
not have got in as it was, if he had not 
taken a bound past me, such as I never 
saw any Christian take before." 

" Two of the Pasha's Palikaria f " re- 
peated the Bishop, anxiously. " Go, Dhi- 
ako, and see whether they be still there, 
and then hasten the supper : the poor lad 
looks faint for lack of food and sleep." 

The Deacon quickly returned, bearing 
the supper, and as he put it down said, 
'* They are not there, and all is quiet." 

" God be praised I " answered the good 
Bishop, who appeared relieved from a 
great load ; and then, having said grace, 
invited Photo to partake of the meal, 
himself pouring out some wine to cheer 
and strengthen his jaded spirits. 

The frugal meal was hardly finished 
when the poor youth, exhausted with the 
continual excitement of the last twenty- 
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four hours, sank back upon the so£a in a 
profound sleep, leaying the Bishop and 
his attendant at liberty to consult as to 
the best means of concealing him from 
the pursuit which no doubt would be set 
up the instant his escape was discovered. 

" Yorgaki was fortunately gone to rest," 
said the Deacon, ^' and so knows nothing 
of this adventure. I will take care and 
send him out early to market, and if there 
are any news to be picked up he will be 
sure to bring them home. Then, while 
he is out of the way^ we shall be more at 
leisure to take our measures for putting 
the child out of sight." 

" Meanwhile, let the poor orphan enjoy 
his sleep undisturbed," said Ignatios, 
looking with the deepest pity on Photo's 
peaceful but sad eountenance. ^' Heaven 
knows where next he may have to lay his 
headl" 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

YoRGAKi had lately been elevated to the 
dignity of Palikari, or Bravo^ to the Dhe- 
spotes; but as he did not belong either 
in looks or character to the pugnacious 
portion of mankind, which that title 
seems to imply, it was suspected that 
he bad on that very account been chosen 
by his pacific master, who in presenting 
him' with a silver-mounted pistol to thrust 
into his girdle, accompanied the gift with 
strict injunctions never to shoot; the 
which, that there might be less tempta- 
tion to transgress, it was further sus- 
pected that the said pistol was never 
loaded, at leafit with balL 

This gentle yofuth, then, it waa whom 
betknes next mommg the Dhiako roused 
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/rem his slumbers, and bid sally forth, 
under pretext of making some necessary 
purchases in the bazaar, but in reality 
to gather up the rumours afloat. 

**WhatI not up yetl" exclaimed the 
Deacon, as he put his head into a small 
room at the end of an open gallery where 
the Palikari lay, or rather was sitting 
up rubbing his eyes, and yawning por- 
tentously. 

" Come, More, up and away with you 
to the bazaar. It is Friday, and there 
is nothing in the house to fast on. No 
caviar, no sard61es, no oil, no nothing. 
A precious purveyor thou art, indeed ! " 

*' Why,*' answered Yorgaki, shaking 
himself, and uttering his final yawn, as 
he jumped bolt upright, "there is no 
great need of a purveyor on fast-days, 
and there is a bakal close by." 

" Ay,'' replied the Dhiako ; " but the 
barber is not, and your beard is too long 
for a Palikari. So look sharp, Yorgaki 
man; go and get yourself shaved first, 
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and on your way back, just pass through 
the bazaar, and find out whether the 
Vezir comes into town to-day, and at 
what hour; and if anybody asks about 
the Dhespotes, say that he cannot see 
anybody to-day. His Holiness is tired 
with his journey, and has got the fever. 
Agp gjM*TOfg/ — He is not well." 

*' Kareku^u — I have understood," said 
Yorgaki, who, during this commission, 
was arranging his rapid toilette ; and 
delighted with a commission which gave 
him license to gossip — in which his soul 
delighted — he sallied forth, pistol in 
girdle and pipe in hand, to the great 
delight of the Dhiako, who had thus 
insured a return of news, without having 
excited in the inquisitive young Palikari 
any suspicion of his having a particular 
interest in hearing them. 

Yorgaki went straight to the barber's, 
whom he found occupied upon a Mussul- 
man's skull, and another customer wait- 
ing. He therefore took his seat on the 
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bench at the outside of the door^ lighted 
his pipe, and waited his turn. 

He had a marvellous faculty of listen- 
ing with both his ears at once to two 
different conyersations, which entering 
by the two opposite passages met in the 
common receptacle of the brain, and 
there blended into a tissue of ideas, 
which the recipient afterwards retailed 
after a fashion so peculiarly his own, 
that no furnisher of the raw yarn could 
ever certainly recognise his own indivi- 
dual contributions. 

The dramatis personcBy whose dialogue 
now struck upon the tympanum of Yor- 
gaki's left ear, which was turned towards 
the barber's shop, were the barber him- 
self and his two customers. 

The one who was actually under the 
operation of the razor had that kind of 
look, or rath^ scowl, commonly distin- 
guished by the epithet ^^ sinister ;" so called 
from its never being directed right for- 
ward; and its expression was not rendered 
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more benign by a gasb, which the rough 
edge of the kind of oyster-knife with 
which the operator was scraping a patch 
of inexorable stumps on the projection of 
a sharp jawbone had just produced. The 
neglect of his dress — the unwashen ap- 
pearance of his Albanian petticoat — the 
tattered state of his leggings, indicated 
a veteran Palikari, and all contrasted sin- 
gularly with the entirely different aspect 
of the expectant shavee, revealing a beau 
of the first water. 

His petticoat was as white as soap 
could make it. His leggings, of crimson 
velvet, were fastened with silver clasps. 
His breast was covered with a silver 
breastplate, disposed in joints reposing 
on an undervest of green velvet; and 
as his self-complacent eyes incessantly 
glanced over his own finery, he seemed 
to realise the Hindoo notion of the god 
Bramah, who is described as everlastingly 
plunged in the contemplation oi his own 
perfections. 
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"Ay indeed/' said the old barber, as 
he flourished his razor over the skull 
which he held pilloried between his 
knees, "as I was remarking last night 
to the Kaookchi over the way, there 
will be fine doings to-day when the Vezir 
makes his entry. There will be no want 
of Pehlivans, and dancing boys, and music ; 
and there is a fire-eater, with all kinds 
of devilries {rnaskaralikid) from the in- 
side of Frenguia ; and as for heads, they 
say there are two or three sackfuUs 
already arrived of the Klephtes the 
Vezir has caught * on the mountain/ " 

" A few more heads will be added to 
the number, mayhap, before night," ob- 
served the beau. 

**Howso? what has happened?" ex- 
claimed the shaver. 

" Time will show,** answered the other, 
whilst he emitted through his nostrils two 
streams of smoke, which had previously 
been making the d6tour of his stomach, 
and now added efffect to the solemnity 
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with which he uttered the mysterious 
surmise. 

" What heads ? whose heads ?" repeated 
the barber, evidently mortified that any 
one should be possessed of a piece of news 
not derived from himself, and at the same 
time running over in his own head the 
customers he might lose by the possible 
interference of the executioner's yatagan, 
with the skulls he was used to practise on 
with a more innocent instrument. 

*^Ishti/ — There," said the coxcomb, 
pointing with his chin to the street — 
** there is Shishman Suleyman coming this 
way to tell you the news. I hope I know 
pretty well what there is and what there 
is not in the world ! *' 

Another pufi^, right consequential, here 
came from the representative of Bramah. 

He had hardly done speaking when the 
fat Tschaodsh, followed by a crowd, came ; 
and taking up his station in front of the 
barber's door, first struck his staff of office 
thrice on the pavement, and then uttered, 
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with a loud voice, the following procla- 
mation : — 

** Attend, ye rayahs, great and small, 
young and old, to the command. Know 
ye that our Lord and Master, Al;^ Vezir, 
makes his victorious entry into his capital 
this day, before evening prayers. Where- 
fore, be ye all ready to greet his Highness 
with blessings and presents. Be merry 
and joyful. And know ye, moreover, that 
the noted thief s whelp, the son of Tzavella 
the Suliote, having escaped last night from 
prison ; if he be not found and delivered 
into the hands of the Captain of the Guard 
before noon-prayer this day, it is the com- 
mand of Mukhtar Pasha, in the name of 
the Vezir, that every house shall deliver 
a hostage, and pay a fine, to answer for 
his escape. And whoever shall bring the 
said Klephtopoulo, dead or alive, shall 
receive a backshish of the value of a 
purse/' 

During the proclamation, which the by- 
standers listened to in anxious silence, the 
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barber had suspended his operations, that 
he might not lose a syllable ; but he still 
kept his patient's pate between his knees, 
holding it down with one hand, while the 
other held the tin basin in an attitude of 
expectation : but no sooner had the words 
** dead or alive" passed the lips of the 
crier, than the half-shaved Palikari, who 
hitherto had appeared absorbed in a 
gloomy lethargy, suddenly started from 
his recumbent attitude, and, regardless of 
every person and object around, rushed 
out into the street, his eyes twinkling 
with a horrid glare of premeditated mur- 
der, while his hand clutched convulsively 
the hilt of his yatagan, and a hollow, gasp- 
ing sound, seemed to be struggling for 
utterance at the bottom of his throat. As 
be passed Yorgaki, who was still seated 
on the bench outside, he muttered, ** Dead 
or alive I" in a tone that made the poor 
youth shudder. He, instead of having 
recourse to the services of the old shaver, 
thought it more prudent to return home 
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at once, and let the Dhiako know of the 
proclamation. 

Indeed, the poor old gentleman was not 
in a condition, just at that moment, to 
attend to any of his customers ; for when 
the Palikari rose to make his precipitate 
exit, his hard occiput coming into rapid 
contact with the imminent chin of the 
ancient harber, the instantaneous result 
was the overturn of the latter upon what, 
in nautical terms, would be called his 
beam-ends; while, at the same moment, the 
basin, struck from his hand by the shock, 
flew in the direction most favourable for the , 
discharge of its soapy contents full into the 
face and eyes of the self-complacent Turk, 
whose quiescent and dignified demeanour 
formed a contrast not a little amusing with 
the fury of the vanished ragamuffin. For 
though his eyes smarted with the soap, 
and his soul might be supposed to smart, 
too, with the indignity thus unexpectedly 
poured upon his darling finery, he, instead 
of naturaUy wreaking his spite upon the 
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only living object within his reach, the 
helpless and sprawling innocent cause of 
the disaster, quietly told the barber to 
reach him a clean towel and wipe him 
dry; an instance of magnanimity which 
showed him no less than arch- dandy 
ruined. 

" The man is mad, or he has been drink- 
ing rackee," said the barber, as he at- 
tended to his more quiet customer's 
request. 

'*No," said the other; "he is only in 
a hurry to get the backshish for the Kleph- 
topoulo's head. Don't you know who he 
is?'' 

" Not T," said the barber ; " nor do I 
wish ever to see his face again. He has 
more the look of Shai'tan than of a man. 
I warrant you he is a renegado Guiaoor. 
I never knew any good come of that sort. 
They believe neither in the blessed Pro- 
phet nor in the Son of Mariam." 

" Right," replied the beau. "That same 
Mustafa is ji Criticos, — they are all 
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Guiaoors there, 'you know, — and if he 
lights on the Suliote, it won't he alive 
that he delivers him to the Pasha. He 
owes him a grudge for the hlows the young 
thief struck him yesterday. I know all 
that's going on in the world ; I saw the 
hlows, and heard them, too. 'Tis a pity 
such a brave young fellow should be 
butchered like a kid.** 

" Well, that will do now ; it*s all dry 
again." 

"Til just go out, and hear what's the 



news,** 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

When Yorgaki arrived at the house, he 
found the Dhiako waiting for him at the 
top of the stairs ; and, with looks of the 
utmost impatience, hidding him come up 
quick, and tell the Bishop all the news. 
He accordingly recounted, with much 
detail and emhellishment, all that has 
heen just described; and added some 
further particulars, which he had picked 
up in the bazaar on his way back from 
the barber's ; namely, that it was reported 
that Nikdla Yanko had been carried off 
by a band of robbers into the mountains ; 
that his wife^ Angelica, was in league 
with the robbers ; and that the Klephto- 
poulo Photo had fled to Kalar^tes, and 
was supposed to have run away with An- 
gelica. He added, that the Palikari, 
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whom he had seen at the harber^s, was 
now drinking rackee at the kaffen^, and 
was vowing vengeance against Photo, 
threatening to kill him the moment he set 
eyes upon him. Yorgaki's recital was no 
sooner finished, than the principal subject 
of it entered the room ; and falling down 
at the feet of the Bishop, he said : — 

" I have heard all ; I will give myself 
up. None shall hazard his life for me ; 
and least of all you, O DhespotesI who 
have given me more than life : for you 
have taken from me the fear of death. 
All I ask of you is to be near me at the 
last moment, that you may bear witness 
to my meeting my end like a Suliote." 

** Say, rather, like a Christian, my 
child," answered the Bishop, as he raised 
him from the ground. ** But let us not 
give up all hope; God has a thousand 
means of deliverance we know not of; no 
peril is too desperate for him to snatch 
you from," 

At this moment Yorgaki, casting his 
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eyes towards the street upon which looked 
the windows of the room where this scene 
was passing, turned pale with terror, and 
exclaimed : — 

** That's he I he's coming this way I 
he's looking up to the house I'' 

The Bishop and Photo both looked 
in the same direction, and saw, rapidly 
approaching the house, a man, before whom 
every one in the street retreated in con- 
sternation ; — his looks, his attire, his 
gait betokened the fury of a maniac. His 
dishevelled hair floated wildly from his 
scalp. His arm, bared to the shoulders, 
brandished the butcherly yatagan; and 
as he rushed along the street, half-leap- 
ing, half-tottering, he gave utterance to 
the passion which was boiling within by 
a sound between a yell and a groan ; but 
so unlike anything human that, heard at 
night in a forest, it might have been mis- 
taken for the voice of a hyaena. But it 
was the voice of a man parched with thirst 
for the blood of his fellow-man. 
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" That's the traitor Mustafa ; he's 
looking for me/' said Photo ; and his lip 
quivered with the natural emotion of a 
youth, who felt himself on the hrink of a 
conflict ** to the knife" with the ruffian 
who had, but the day before, been twice 
balked of the sweet draught of revenge. 

As he looked, his eye caught the cruel 
eye of the Turk ; the flash of mutual 
recognition and hatred was like the signal 
of the hurricane about to burst. Mustafa 
stopped for a second ; flourished his 
weapon with a shout of triumph; and 
rushing forward, was the next moment 
hid from the sight of his hoped-for victim 
by the projection of the window casement. 

When the young mountaineer turned 
from the window, the Bishop, who had 
anxiously and silently watched his move- 
ments, could hardly believe that it was 
the same being that stood before him. 

" Give me a sword I quick I " he ex- 
claimed, and looked eagerly round for a 
weapon. The look of tranquil resignation 
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to an inevitable fate was gone ; and in- 
stead of it, there glittered in his kindling 
eyes the settled purpose to sell his life at 
the very highest. 

But the good Bishop did not possess a 
sword; the only arm within reach was 
the unloaded pistol that uselessly pro- 
truded from the girdle of his innocent 
bravo, Yorgaki, who stood trembling by, 
unable to speak or move from terror of 
the approaxjhing danger. 

Photo snatched it from his waist, not 
knowing how little it would serve him; 
and there was no time to examine into 
particulars, for now the furious Turk was 
heard thundering at the door ; which the 
Dhiako, who had hurried down, was en- 
deavouring to close against him. 

The Bishop instantly took his resolu- 
tion. He rose from his seat ; and putting 
his hand on Photo's arm said, as he moved 
to go towards the door, " Peace ! be still ! 
The wrath of man worketh not the right- 
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eousDess of God. I will meet the man, 
and speak to him. Do you remain here," 

These few words were said with such 
calm dignity and perfect self-possession, 
that Photo felt his courage raised and 
his passion awed into submission before 
the venerable man, who, putting aside the 
perdeh, passed slowly into the gallery; 
and placing himself at the head of the 
stairs, and in front of the room where 
Photo remained, calmly waited the ascent 
of the Turk, who by this time had suc- 
ceeded in forcing open the door, behind 
which the Dhiako crouched in conceal- 
ment, or he would, probably, have proved 
the first victim to his blind fury, now 
exasperated to frenzy by the momentary 
obstacle. 

He rushed up the stairs, muttering, 
between his clenched teeth, — ** Dead or 
alive I dead! dead I" — when, at the last 
step, he stumbled, and fell short of the 
Bishop, with one knee on the stair, while 
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the yatagan, dropping from his hand, lay 
hardly within his clutch. There he re- 
mained in that unsteady state, and with 
that solemn look, which would render the 
human brute, who is conscious of drunken- 
ness, and yet endeavours to assume the 
appearance of sobriety, the object of ridi- 
cule, did it not inspire unmingled horror 
and disgust. 

This unhoped-for pause in the savage 
drunkard's career produced a lucid in- 
terval, of which the Bishop took advan- 
tage to endeavour to engage him in a 
parley, and thus gain time, while the 
Dhiako, who had slipped out into the 
street, could bring assistance against the 
mischief the man intended. 

"Is it you, Mustafa Aga?" said the 
Bishop, addressing the Turk, as if he 
were an old acquaintance, and a reason- 
able being to boot. " What is there 
for your service? What want you with 
me?'* 

The Turk looked up from the corner 
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of hi« eye, in which there glimmered just 
enough of sense to show that he was aware 
of the person who spoke. 

" What want I of you, More Dhespota?" 
** You shall see presently," said he, 
with a hiccup, as he stretched himself 
forward to pick up his y ataman. The 
movement was accompanied with a fero- 
cious glance at the perdeh, which did 
not escape the watchful Bishop; who, 
with a slight push of his foot, contrived 
to move the weapon to the edge of the 
stair, from whence, before Mustafa could 
seize it, it fell over into the court below. 
This accident, which he rightly judged 
was intended, awakened the fury that had 
only been lulled for a moment into an 
apparent torpor ; and he had seized the 
robe of the Bishop with a violent grasp, 
showing that his intentions were none of 
the most friendly, when Photo, who had 
been watching the scene in breathless 
anxiety, suddenly rushed into the gallery, 
vaulted over the balustrade down into the 
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court below, and snatched up the fatal 
knife. 

This incident instantly sobered the 
Turk, who quitted his grasp of the Bishop, 
and starting upon his feet, stood for a 
momeBt in doubt, watching with terror 
the motions of the young Suliote, who 
now, having so unexpectedly passed from 
the state of a defenceless victim to that of 
an armed assailant, exhibited in his coun- 
tenance the change from the excitement 
of despair to the confidence of perfect self- 
possession. Of this he gave a terrifying 
proof to his adversary by deliberately 
going and pushing -to the bar, which 
closed the door inside against all in- 
truders from the street. 

Having done so. Photo looked to the 
edge of the yatagan, and passed the loop 
fastened to the handle over his wrist, to 
ensure its not falling from his grasp ; 
then stretching out his arm and drawing 
the loose sleeve of his shirt over his 
shoulder, he looked up at Mustafa, who 
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stood transfixed with terror, and, exclaim- 
ing **Nowr* he bounded up the stairs, 
and with one blow would have severed 
the intimacy between the caitiff soul and 
the coarse clay it was lodged in, had not 
the trembling wretch, falling on his knees, 
embraced those of the Bishop with a con- 
vulsive grasp, crying out, **Aman! aman! 
— Mercy I mercy I" Photo, twisting his 
hand in the Turk's top-knot, pulled back 
his head with a jerk, which exposed his 
throat to the knife. 

The Bishop extended both his arms 
towards the young wolf, and exclaimed, • 
** Mercy, my child I mercy I Shed no 
blood/' 

** lie's a bloody Turk I " shrieked Photo, 
with the scream of a young eagle. ** He 
would not spare me I" and he tried to 
disengage his arm from the Bishop's 
hold. 

" But you are a Christian, my child,'* 
said the Bishop : ** remember what blood 
was shed to save you from the guilt of 
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such deeds. Forgive I forgive I or for- 
giveness will be denied you.** 

*'ril forgive him when he is dead," 
said the youth, blinded with the desire 
of revenge, which seems to mingle with 
the blood of the nation ; and as he strug- 
gled to aim the point of the weapon at 
the outstretched throat of the Turk, he 
unconsciously inflicted a deep wound just 
above the wrist of the Bishop's protecting 
arm, which immediately fell useless by 
his side, and he testified the pain by a 
faint groan, while the blood flowed pro- 
fusely from his wound upon Mustafa, 
who stiU remained clinging to his gar- 
ments. 

The sight of his benefactor*s blood, 
shed by his own hand, produced an in- 
stant revulsion in Photo's soul. All his 
murderous thoughts against his enemy, 
rebuked by the courageous mildness of 
the Christian minister, gave way to the 
most pungent remorse for the blind fury 
which had led to such a fatal result ; for 
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the blood flowed with such abundance, 
that Photo was terrified lest the wound 
he had inflicted should prove mortal. 
His first movement was to disengage 
the fatal weapon from his wrist, and 
cast it from him; his next to tear ofi^ 
his shirt sleeve, and bind it round the 
Bishop's arm; all this he did in such 
trepidation and alarm for the conse- 
quences, which the good man in vain 
attempted to allay by saying, **It is 
nothing — it will soon stop ;'* that he did 
not take heed to the motions of the 
Turk, who hearing the knife rattle on 
the pavement of the court below, loosed 
his hold of the Bishop, and slunk away 
unperceived by Photo. 

His movement, however, did not escape 
the observation of the Bishop, who im- 
mediately anticipated the danger to 
which the unarmed youth was now 
exposed, without apparently a chance 
of escape. 

** Care not for me,** said he to Photo. 
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** Look to thyself, my poor child : he has 
got his knife again. God protect thee 
against the madman I'' In saying so 
the good man, though faint with his 
wound, placed himself by an instinctive 
movement of benevolence between the 
approaching assassin and his victim, in 
the hope of giving the latter one more 
chance of avoiding his impending fate. 
But Photo was not of a nature to shrink 
from the danger at the expense of his 
generous protector. He saw at once 
from the furious gesture of the Turk, 
as he again ascended the stairs, mo- 
tioning the Bishop to stand out of his 
way, that the ruffian's first blow might be 
fatal to his protector, who firmly kept his 
ground at the head of the step, leaving 
but just room for another to pass; and 
he instantly passed him, unarmed as he 
was, and rushed full upon the Turk, 
who, not prepared for such an avalanche, 
could make no use of his yatagan, before 
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he found himself rolling down -stairs 
under the sudden shock of the young 
Palikari, who hounding over the sprawling 
drunkard, ran and now unharred the 
door, at the very instant that the guard 
conducted hy the Dhiako was knocking 
for admittance. 

** That's he I secure him I" said the 
chief man to his two suhordinates ; 
**bind him, and conduct him to the 
serai. 

Before the men had time to execute 
these orders, Mustafa, who had with 
some difficulty gathered himself up at 
the last step of the stairs, to which he 
had rolled without interruption, stepped 
forward and claimed Photo as his pri- 
soner. 

"How's that?" answered the officer. 
" Your prisoner had the free use of his 
legs, however; and of his arms, too, I 
should think,** glancing at the bloody 
and disordered state of Mustafa's person. 
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"He is my prisoner,*' rejoined the 
assassin fiercely, " dead or alive ! and 
the promised backshish is mine." 

** Oh, as for that,'* replied the quiet 
old Buluk Bashi, " that's for the Vezir 
to decide. Meanwhile my duty is to 
see the runaway Klephtopoulo safe 
lodged again in his prison. So, much 
good may it do you, brother;" and 
with that he turned from Mustafa to 
see that his Falikaria had duly applied 
to poor Photo the manacles with which 
they had come provided; when the 
savage, exasperated by the phlegm of 
this ancient Mussulman, by the re- 
newed disappointment of his revenge, 
and the prospect of losing the expected 
backshish, again yelled out, " He's my 
prisoner, dead or alive 1" 

But the bully met with more than 
his match in the two Falikaria, who, 
letting go their hold of the youth, in- 
stantly drew their curved Albanian 
swords, and swore a great oath, that if 
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he did not sheath his weapon, theirs 
should be sheathed in his carcase. 

This vigorous demonstration completed 
the restoration of the drunken bully to 
his sober senses ; baffled in his desires to 
wreak his vengeance on the persecuted 
youth, he suddenly changed his blustering 
tone into that of something as near to 
civility as he could assume, and begged 
the Buluk Bashi at all events to write him 
out a teskSrSj or certificate, stating that 
he was present at the capture of the fugi- 
tive. 

The old soldier, glad to get rid of the 
brute at any rate, beckoning to the 
Dhiako to hand him the necessary ma- 
terials, immediately complied with his 
request; on which, having thrust the 
paper into his bosom, Mustafa hurried 
away from the scene of his defeat, and 
presently disappeared among the crowd 
which the event had attracted round the 
house. 

As for Photo, he stood to be manacled 
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without offering resistance, or making any 
attempt to escape; all his anxiety was, 
lest the Bishop should be the sufferer 
for having given him shelter. 

" I was going to give myself up,** said 
he, addressing himself to the old Buluk 
Bashi, ** when that cowardly dog came to 
prevent me." 

** You'll claim the backshish, I sup- 
pose, then, my young spark?'* said the 
old fellow, drilv. ** And what am I to 
get for my pains, think you? This is 
twice I have had the trouble to catch 
such vermin ; to make sure of you this 
time, I had better have done with you 
at once. Dead or alive, is the Vezir's 
proclamation.** 

"I care not,** answered Photo, with 
perfect unconcern, "so I bleed not by 
such vile hands as that coward's. And 
the sooner the better; only I declare 
that the Bishop had no hand in my 
escape, neither had the Kyra Angelica, 
nor any creature but myself. Let me alone 
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bear the penalty. Strike, then, and have 
done with it." 

But a twinkle of the old Turk's eye 
showed that his real thoughts were at 
variance with his words. He was at the 
bottom a kind-hearted, though rough- 
looking soldier, and of this he gave a 
proof in giving time to the Bishop to 
come down to the bottom step, and al- 
lowing Photo to kiss the hem of his robe ; 
while the Bishop, feebly lifting up his 
wounded arm, with the other put both his 
hands on the poor boy*s head, and with 
a faltering accent said, " God sustain 
thee, mv child I " Photo could make no 
answer ; he had but time to cast one more 
look on his spiritual father's face, when 
he was led away by his keepers to the 
guard-house. 

The moment they appeared in the 
street, all eyes were strained to catch a 
glimpse of the young Suliote, the very 
name being a watchword of terror to the 
pacific shopkeepers of loannina. 
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" Na Ton I TOP ihre ? — That's he — 



there ! — do you see him ? " said the 
women, one to the other. " T/ ivfjbog<po xutli 
orov zivocil — What a handsome youth it 
is!" *'Kf/jM»a m eipoci xT^^otovKoI — What a 
pity that he should he a robher*s child 1" 

One woman, who was holding a little 
boy by the hand, exclaimed, ** 'H xu'ifji^BPTj 
(jbuvoUov 1 ri 6a yivri^ 9j xuiybivri ! — Ah I his 
poor mother! what will become of her, 
poor soul ! " 

Foremost among the crowd swaggered 
the beau we lately parted from at the 
barber's shop, who no sooner perceived 
Photo manacled and secure in the hands 
of the guard, than he, in fulfilment of 
his vocation of busybody and news-dis- 
penser-general, proceeded, as fast jas his 
consequential strut would admit of, di- 
rectly to communicate to Mukhtar Pasha 
the important intelligence of the capture. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

The news of the re-capture of Photo the 
Suliote was soon spread through the ba- 
zaar, and thence to all parts of the town, 
whose inhabitants, thus relieved from the 
alarm which the dreadful proclamation 
had raised in every household, were now 
the better disposed to obey that part of it 
which commanded them, in the name of 
their Master, to be merry and joyful. 

The Greeks are, by nature, a laughter- 
loving race. Endued with a volatility of 
spirits, which centuries of oppression have 
not been able to condense into a becoming 
gravity, they slip away from the grasp of 
their oppressors, and with the levity of 
corks reappear on the surface of the bil- 
lows which, it might be supposed, had 
sunk them for ever. 
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Immeasurable self-conceit was a princi- 
pal ingredient of their national character, 
and a source of support in the tribulations 
they were daily exposed to, while they re- 
mained under the dominion of the Turks. 
It dictated as stoical a reply as any recorded 
of the Spartan dames of old to the mother 
who, being condoled with on the decapi- 
tation of her son by orders of the Sultan, 
proudly answered — ** Would you have had 
my son die a natural death, like any 
other man ?" — Her maternal feelings were 
soothed by the fact, that her booby was of 
sufficient consequence to have attracted 
the wrath of such high authority. 

The good citizens, then, male and fe- 
male, of loannina were determined to make 
the most of the holiday which the Vezir's 
announced entry procured them. Accord- 
ingly, no sooner had the agitation subsided, 
in consequence of its being known that the 
prisoner was secured, than the whole po- 
pulation was seen streaming along the 
beautiful meadow, which forms the ap- 

f2 
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preach to the town from the north, and 
by which the cavalcade was to pass, on 
descending from the hills which divide 
the vale of loannina from those of Conizza 
and Premedi. 

Several groups of merry-makers were 
scattered in the meadow, under the shelter 
of the few trees sprinkled here and there 
along its verdant surface, now bright with 
daisies and buttercups. Among those 
groups was one pre-eminent by the station 
which it occupied, on a slight elevation 
above the road, from whence the party 
could see everything and everybody that 
passed. They were distinguished by the 
uproarious jollity that reigned among them, 
inspired by an abundant pic-nic feast spread 
on the ground, in which it was evident that 
there was no lack of wine. Songs, accom- 
panied by the thrumming of a guitar, and 
followed by loud peals of laughter, gave 
evidence that the common saying of ** as 
merry as a grig," could not have a more 
significant application than to such a jovial 
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crew, who, with their caps jauntily cocked 
on one side, and a flower, rose or jessa- 
mine, or perchance a sprig of myrtle, 
thrust beneath and hanging over the 
cheek, seemed to bid insolent defiance to 
Dull Care. ** Eat and drink, for to- 
morrow we die," was the sentiment or 
toast which gave a maddening zest to the 
entertainment. When they had exhausted 
their lungs with singing and shouting, 
making fun all the time of the passers 
or standers-by, who responded with equal 
vivacity and pertness to their jeers and 
and jests, — 

** Now, Yanaki," exclaimed several of 
the party, addressing themselves to one, 
who, from his mock gravity, appeared to 
be the master of the revels, — ** Now, do 
the jackass — pcufjtfB ro yai'&xfo." 

To this appeal Yanaki, after the usual 
preliminary bashful affirmation of his un- 
worthiness, and inability to justify the too- 
favourable opinion which his audience 
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entertained of his vocal powers, at length 
yielded, responding to the entreaties of his 
friends by a solo obligato on his own na- 
tural trombone, — an enormous nose, which, 
in respect to this performance, might hold 
a distinguished place among the most 
powerful wind-instruments by the appro- 
priate name of asinone. The biped-ama- 
teur's performance was unrivalled for time, 
tone, and expression. He so accurately 
imitated, in all their various intona- 
tions, the melodies of a first-rate roussin 
d^Arcadie, that the nearest of the nume- 
rous native artists, who were dispersed in 
the surrounding plain indulging in their 
thistle pic-nic, and who formed not the 
least picturesque features of the scene, 
deluded by the mimic sounds, took up the 
theme, one after another, in the fashion 
of a catch and glee club, till the whole 
band of donkeys broke forth, strepitosissi- 
mamentej into a full chorus of one univer- 
sal braying, in comparison of which the 
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crash of a modem monster brass-band 
concert would be but as the cooing of a 
sucking-dove. 

The concert being ended, and Yanaki 
having received the compliments and con- 
gratulations of his friends upon his abilities 
as chorodidaskalos in the symphony of 
assesy and the buffoonery and jollity begin- 
ning to flag, together with the supply of 
wine, our acquaintance the beau was seen 
approaching, decked out in all his finery. 
As he was generally known for that solemn 
kind of animal, at once the bore and butt 
of a merry-making circle, it was unani- 
mously agreed to invite him to take his 
seat among them, on the speculation of the 
entertainment he might afford in the latter 
capacity. 

Eshek* Aga (Sir Donkey), as he was 
called, accepted the invitation with be- 
coming condescension . The pipe of honour 
was presented to him, and the whole jovial 
party being seated in a circle, smoking and 

* Esheky Turkish for ass. 
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sipping their coflFee, Yanaki inquired of the 
well-dressed Aga whether there were any 
news abroad, either from Corfu or from 
Missir ? 

** News ?*' replied the Aga, sending 
forth a puff consequential, which implied 
that nobody could know any news but him- 
self. **NewsI yes, indeed. I have just 
seen one who is come from the inside of 
Frenguia." 

"Well, well; what does he say?*' ex- 
claimed all the inquisitive Greeks at once. 

"Why, he says that Boonapartes has 
declared himself a true Moslem.'* 

This piece of intelligence, eagerly de- 
bated among the Greeks, as inveterate 
newsmongers now bs the Athenians of old, 
gave rise to the following conversation, 
which, as it served to wile away the time 
till the appearance of the expected caval- 
cade, may also give the reader a notion of 
the political views and political informa- 
tion possessed by the inhabitants of 
Epirus at that period of this tale : — > 
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" So Boonapartes is turned Turk^ is 
he ? " said one of the party, in a tone of 
disappointment, as if the information of 
so imexpected an event had suddenly given 
the lie to somfe favourite theory of his own. 

** After all," observed another, "who 
is this Boonapartes everybody is talking 
about? W^aiishe? Where does he come 
from ? Had he ever a father or mother ? 
What is he like ? Who ever saw him ? *' 

A third here interposed in a mysterious 
whisper, and with a wink of the eye, meant 
to recommend caution in touching on the 
subject before their Turk-guest, who was, 
however, too much absorbed, as usual, in 
the contemplation of his own person to 
heed the conversation, and too hopelessly 
stolid to take any interest in it. 

** As to Boonaparte's turning Turk,'' 
said the whisperer, " that's a mere feint, 
be assured. He's only blinding these 
thick-headed Turks to his real designs. 
He's no more a Frenchman than we are. 
/'// tell you who he is ; but 'tis a secret 
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known to few. His real family name is 
not Boonapartes, but Kal6meros. You 
know the Mainotes? Well, he comes 
from a family of that part ; indeed, there 
is every reason to suppose "that he is a 
son of the famous Moscovite Empress 
Catherine by the Bey of Ki tries. There 
is no doubt that wc shall soon have the 
French over here from Corfu, to liberate 
us Greeks from these stupid mules of 
Turks, as his mother wished to do some 
years ago. In fact, it is already rumoured 
that an expedition is getting ready there, 
for the purpose of assisting the Suliotes.** 
** I quite believe what you say," said a 
fourth ; " for none but a Greek, like us, 
could have done such things as this Kal6- 
meros has done. The real truth is, all 
other nations are asses compared with 
ours ; and where the Frenguis have any 
specially clever fellows among them, there 
is no doubt that they will turn out to be 
of Greek origin, like this Boonapartes. 
Mankind are, in fact, to this day, com- 
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prehended under the two old classes of 
Hellenes and Barbaroi." 

"The Frenguis are not all such asses 
as you think/' here interrupted one, not 
quite blind-drunk with the national con- 
ceit which had evidently swamped the 
intellect of the last speaker. Certain ex- 
ternal marks — a hat, a cravat, and a pair 
of European shoes in the room of the 
usual slippers, pointed him out as an 
itinerant Esculapius, of the same degree 
as the learned Dr. Dimitraki latropoulo, 
to whom the reader is mainly indebted for 
whatever amusement this tale may afford 
him. 

The personal vanity of this new interlo- 
cutor, aroused by the wholesale disparage- 
ment of the people, on the acquisition of 
whose arts he founded his own pretensions 
to superiority above his ignorant fellow- 
countrymen, made him stand forward as 
the champion of those whom the other 
had indiscriminately classed under the 
head of barbai-ians. 
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" You don't know, perhaps," continued 
he, " that there are Frenguis and Frenguis. 
There are the Moscovs, and the Nemtzi, 
and the Kagusi, and the Frantsiz, and the 
Ingliz *' 

•* The Ingliz I" exclaimed the other. 
"They are quite different from all the 
others aren't they ? They are not reck- 
oned among the Frenguis, are they ?" 

" What are they, then ? " rejoined the 
Doctor. 

** I always fancied they were a kind of 
fish (^/a Koyfjg %//ag>/)," 

" Why, More, where did you pick up 
that piece of information?** asked the 
man of the hat, with a contemptuous 
smile. 

**I have it from the hest authority. 
Fetraki, the Zantiote Bakal, told me that 
he heard it from an Idriote sailor atFatrass, 
who had got it from a French frengui, who 
knows for certain that these Ingliz have 
•no land of their own but what is all under 
water. He said that they had no sun. 
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nor moon — no barley, no cotton, no figs, 
no oil, no yaoort — no anything. They 
have no houses to live in, but they go 
about in ships and boats. And that is 
the reason, Petraki said, why the Ingliz 
are the strongest on the sea ; whilst the 
Fransiz, as the French frengui observed, 
are the masters of the land, and always 
beat the Ingliz whenever they could catch 
'em there." 

" Petraki is a booby,'* said the Doctor. 
** If he does not know more about his 
trade than he does about the Ingliz, I 
advise him to shut up his shop. I know 
for certain that they have land of their 
own, just as other peoples have. For when 
I was at Venice, I spoke with a Tiniote, 
who had just come from Gibil terra, and 
who had been cook in one of their ships. 
This man had lived some time in Londra." 

**Londral Londra 1" cried the other, 
as if just awakening to a sense of the mis- 
takes into which he might have been 
deluded by his misinformant, the Zacyn- 
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thian greengrocer. *^ Londra ! Oh, yes ! 
now I recollect to have heard the name. 
Pray tell me — Inghilterra, is it not inside 
of Londra ? " 

** What stuff are you talking about?'' 
now interposed the leader of the asinine 
orchestra, who had been reposing his own 
lungs while listening in silence to the fore- 
going instructive dialogue. " Where is 
Inghilterra ? Where is Londra ?" 

There is no saying what a luminous 
dissertation on the geography of the Brit- 
ish Isles was now suddenly nipt in the 
bud by one of the party, who, as he pointed 
to a cloud of dust rising at the extremity 
of the plain, put an end to all further con- 
versation by exclaiming — ** Here comes 
the VezirP' 

All eyes were now strained in that di- 
rection ; and in a few minutes after, the 
forerunners of the modern Pyrrhus were 
distinguished advancing in the plain ; and 
shortly after, the monotonous dull thump 
on the little drum, suspended at the saddle- 
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bow of the Drum-Major, was heard, while 
a few random balls shot from the Alba- 
nian troops who immediately preceded the 
cavalcade, came whizzing over the heads 
of the spectators, taking their chance of 
killing or maiming man, woman, or child, 
en passant. 

At the approach of these licensed bullies, 
fit satellites of the truculent despot whose 
coming they announced, as the light-flitting 
scud ushers in the dark thunder-cloud, all 
gaiety and noise were instantly hushed, and 
the flush of jollity which just before, ra- 
diated from the faces of the merry-makers, 
was turned into the paleness of fear. 

As the cavalcade advanced, the figure 
of the Vezir, mounted on a white horse 
richly caparisoned, became conspicuous. 
He rode apart from all his attendants, 
except a single Palikari who walked on 
each side of him, carrying each a long 
toufenk held slantingly, in a manner which 
threatened the discharge of the contents 
against any incautious wight who should 
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presume to approach too near the person 
of the man of three tails. 

At a respectful distance behind Aly 
rode his son, Mukhtar Pasha, in whose 
countenance might still be seen traces of 
the anxiety he had suffered on that event- 
ful morning. He was revolving in his 
mind a variety of excuses for the leniency 
he had shown to the Suliote hostage, and 
trembled with fear lest the boy*s tempo- 
rary escape should come to his father's 
ears before he had concocted, to his own 
satisfaction, a plausible explanation to 
account for it. 

The cavalcade had now reached the 
middle of the plain, about a mile out of 
the city, when a man, breathless with run- 
ning, and pushing his way through the 
precursors of the Vezir, was seen holding 
a paper aloft in his hand and as he ap^ 
preached Al^ Pasha, the words " Mujd^h ! 
Backshish! — Good news 1 Reward 1" — 
struggled for utterance from his throat, 
choked with dust and hurry. 



PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 81 

*^What fellow is that?*' said A\f to 
the Palikari on his left hand, while the 
other on his right ran forward to meet 
the man, with his hand on the pistol pro- 
truding from his girdle. 

"I think 'tis Mustafa," answered the 
Palikari. " 0[ji*&fg ir^Kaaz — But he*s run 
mad, to judge by his looks.*' 

Mustafa still came on, screeching the 
same words, ^* Mujd^h! backshish!^* till 
he was brought to a stand-still by the 
Palikari, who, recognising in him an old 
acquaintance, conducted him to the Vezir, 
whom curiosity, in the meantime, had in* 
duced to rein in his horse. ^ 

" What news hast thou to tellj man, 
worth so much haste ?" said Al^, looking 
suspiciously at the fellow, who, still excited 
to the highest pitch by the combined effects 
of rackee, malice, and lust of backshish, 
looked, as the Palikari observed, some- 
what cracked. 

** He's caught and secured !" answered 
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Mustafa, gasping for breath. " 'Twas I 
took him. The backshish is my due 1 " 

"Who's caught?" said the Vezir, in 
amazement. 

** The thief's spawn, Photo Tzavella, to 
be sure. Who else can it be ?" screeched 
out Mustafa, between two hiccups. 

"What means this?" said the Vezir, 
looking back at Mukhtar Pasha, and 
beckoning him to come on. "What does 
the fellow mean, my son ? '* 

Mukhtar, dreading the explanation he 
would have given both his tails to elude, 
rode forward, and with affected indiffer- 
ence, which, however, did not disguise 
from his father's scrutinising glance his 
real perplexity, answered — " That fellow 
can have no meaning at all, O Vezir 1 
'Tis evident he is very drunk.'* 

Then turning his horse towards Mus- 
tafa, he made directly at him to run him 
down, exclaiming — " 111 teach thee, thou 
shameless vagabond ! to present thyself in 
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this plight before our Effendi. Ghit I — 
Go!'' 

But Mustafa avoided the intended shock 
by a sudden turn, and darting forward, 
seized the Vezir's stirrup, as for protec- 
tion, vociferating louder than ever — 
" ' Twas I found him at the Dhespotes' I 
Here's the proof/' And with that he 
thrust into the Vezir's lap the paper 
which he held in his hand. But the 
suddenness of the movement, and the 
wildness of the man's appearance, had 
so alarmed the Vezir's attendants, and, 
indeed, his Highness himself, that, treat- 
ing him as a non-compos bent upon mis- 
chief, they rushed on him, dragged him 
from his sanctuary, and hurried him out 
of sight into the reai: of the procession, 
not without divers hard cuffs and shoves 
with the sharp-pointed butts of their tou- 
fenks. 

^^ Delhi-Bash — A mad-pate that,*' said 
Mukhtar to his father, as they now rode 
on towards the town, side by side ; and he 
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was about offering his filial congratulations 
to his respected parent on the number of 
heads he had succeeded in cutting off, as 
report said, from the unruly trunks of the 
wretches who had dared to defend their 
independence against his just assaults, 
when he was silenced by Al^'s quiet re- 
mark — '*Not so mad as you say." Then, 
with a searching look at his son, which 
made Mukhtar turn pale, *'Read that,*' 
added he, and reached out the paper 
which Mustafa had just presented him. 

** You will explain all this to me by and 
by," and said no more ; leaving his worthy 
son in bewildering meditation over the 
teskerSy or certificate, delivered by the 
old Buluk Bashi to Mustafa, '* certifying 
and making known to all men, Moslems, 
Guiaoors, and Chifoots, that the recapture 
of Photo the Suliote had taken place that 
morning, in the dwelling-house of the 
Dhespotes of Arta, and that the bearer 
hereof, the aforementioned Mustafa, was 
assistant thereat." 



\ 



PHOTO THE SULTOTE. 85 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

The humour in which the Pasha ap- 
proached the entrance of his good city 
of loannina, was not such as to promise 
a gracious reception to the persons as- 
sembled there to do him homage as he 
passed. These consisted, not, as we 
should say in speaking of civilised coun- 
tries, of the municipal authorities^ (for 
under the sway of a man of three tails 
there is no authority except his), but of 
the officials whose business it was to dis- 
tribute to the inhabitants their allotted 
portion of oppression and wretchedness, 
under the various forms of loans, impo- 
sitions, and demands of all kinds, summed 
up in the general term of avania. These 
officials were both Mussulman and Greek. 
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The Ayans, Codjabashis, the Cadi, the 
Imam^ &c. on the one side ; the Proes- 
toi, or Gerontes, the Bishop, and the 
principal clergy, on the other. Behind 
both parties were several of the principal 
inhabitants, the Chelibidhes and Aflfen- 
dadhes, the gentlefolks and idlers of the 
town, most of whom made a point of 
being present on the occasion, only lest 
their absence should be remarked, and 
become the pretext of an avania. 

These persons were arranged in dif- 
ferent groups on the edge of the trench, 
or dry ditch, that formed in those days, 
and probably forms now, the boundary 
line of the Albanian metropolis. A 
straggling palisade on the inner and 
higher mound of the trench, served as 
an apology for a fortification ; while the 
frequent gaps seen in it added as much 
to the picturesqueness of this primitive 
rampart, as it detracted from its defence. 

As the Pasha approached, there burst 
forth from a band of what in the Turkish 
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dominions is called music, a crash from 
a gigantic drum, mixed with yells of 
various wind instruments, of which those 
who have heard the first coup d'archet 
of the orchestra in the **Prova," may 
have a pretty correct idea. 

Two Pehlivans stripped to the waist, 
wearing only a well-oiled leather |3fa%L», 
or " shorts," now stept forward, swinging 
ahout their brawny arms anointed with 
oil, in the manner best fitted to display 
their iron muscles. Another, who en- 
acted the part of a buffoon or looty, 
next appeared, ever and anon leaping, and 
putting himself into grotesque and not the 
most delicate postures, while he twisted 
an enormous pair of moustachios and 
uttered sounds ineffable. 

In advance of these different groups 
had been arranged a score or two of 
human heads, in two parallel rows, one 
on each side of the road,— an appropriate 
avenue for such a hero. In front of all, 
as pale and ghastly as the heads, the 
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renegade Propagandist, Mehemet Effendi, 
in a new benish and a new pair of 
slippers, stood as the forlora hope of 
the whole assembly, (the scorn of Greek 
and Mussulman,) to bear the brunt of 
whatever humour the roaster might hap- 
pen to be in. 

Al;^ passed him by without more notice 
than if he had been a snail or an earth- 
worm. ITie Eflfendi's new benish and 
new slippers were lost upon the Pasha, 
whose attention was arrested by the sight 
of the goodly row of heads, which to con- 
template with more ease he checked his 
horse, and counted them. 

" There is one more than the reckon- 
ing," exclaimed the arch-butcher, after he 
had done counting. " That's a fresh head," 
said he, pointing out one to his son, which 
indeed was yet reeking from the execu- 
tioner. " How's that ? Whose is it?" and 
he looked suspiciously into Mukh tar's face 
for an answer. 

*' That is the under-jailer's," answered 



PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 89 

Mukhtar. "The negligent knave de- 
served to lose it for keeping such a had 
look-out on his prisoner, and I ordered his 
execution before I came out to meet your 
highness." 

" Oh 1 so that mad fellow did speak the 
truth, did he?" said the Vezir. "But 
we'll see further into all this presently ; " 
and he rode on, taking no other notice 
of the authorities, who were close at hand, 
than merely to ascertain, by a scrutinizing 
glance to the right and left, who were not 
there. He marked down in the black leaf 
of the tablets of his memory that Yanko 
and the Bishop of Arta were among the 
absentees. 

As he rode on, his face kept gathering 
blackness from the dark purposes that 
were at work within, and by the time he 
arrived at the foot of the steps of his serai, 
it was visible to the whole population of 
loannina that their master was returned 
among them with a pain in his temper. 

One of the comforts of beinff a tvrant 
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is to trust nobody and to suspect every- 
body. 

The confusion of his son, the unex- 
plained decapitation of the jailer, the non- 
appearance of the Bishop of Arta, the 
report of the carrying off of Yanko, which 
formed the subject of Al^ Pasha's reflec- 
tions as he proceeded through the streets 
of loannina ; all combined to awaken in 
his jealous mind suspicions that a conspi- 
racy had been formed, during his absence, 
to favour the escape of Photo, which he 
thought might have some more extensive 
object in view. 

The Palikari Mustafa, whom his son 
showed evidently such an anxious desire 
to be rid of, was the man who probably 
could throw some light on the dark in- 
trigue ; and so, the instant he alighted at 
the serai, regardless of all the attendants 
awaiting to conduct him with due pomp 
and ceremony to his hall of audience, he 
went straight to the harem, whence by a 
secret passage he proceeded at nightfall 
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to a small room, built on a projection of 
the rock that jutted over the lake, to 
which there was no access but by a narrow 
wooden gallery, which was so arranged 
that by lifting up a plank the access 
between the room and the adjoining build- 
ings was interrupted. There was also a 
descent through a kind of trap-door in the 
flooring of the room, by a moveable ladder, 
to a narrow landing-place on the ledge of 
the rock, nearly even with the lake. These 
were contrivances known only to the Pasha 
himself and one or two confidential satel- 
lites, whom for the time being he was 
compelled to trust with the execution of 
his purposes, with the pro^dso locked 
up in his own bosom that their instant 
destruction should follow the slightest sur- 
mise of their infidelity. 

To one of these, who was always in 
waiting to receive his commands, he gave 
orders to conduct Mustafa in a boat to the 
landing-place under the room just de- 
scribed. By this time the man had got 
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thoroughly sobered, so that when he 
emerged by the trap-door into the presence 
of the Vezir, who was already in the room 
expecting his arrival, the light of a taper, 
which was so placed as to fall full upon 
his face, displayed features, which the 
Vezir then recognised as those of the 
Palikari who brought him the first news 
of the capture of the Suliotes. This 
circumstance, which had not immediately 
occurred to the Pasha's recollection at the 
man's sudden apparition outside the town, 
and which also immediately revived the 
recollection of his having attended on Photo 
since that period, now served to awaken 
some degree of confidence, which showed 
itself in the tone of bonhommie Al^ knew 
so well how to assume towards those whose 
services he wanted, or whom he wished to 
deceive. 

** So, Mustafa Aga," began the Pasha, 
" thou wast present at the taking of that 
Eako Suliote this morning I 'T is a good 
service thou hast rendered me, and I shall 
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not forget it. Thou art a faithful Palikari, 
and thou shalt find me a liberal rewarder 
of thy merits. But tell me how the afikir 
happened. Thou hadst the charge of the 
young thief at Kalarytes, and hadst the 
conduct of him back to loannina. To 
whom didst thou deliver him ? " 

Mustafa, encouraged by the favour with 
which the Vezir addressed him, resolved 
to make the most of it ; and so, to make up 
to himself for all the mortifications and 
disappointments he had lately met with, 
he replied to the Vezir's inquiries in a 
manner to set off his own merits to the 
best advantage, and to the disparagement 
of everybody else. The grudge he owed 
Mukhtar Pasha for his contemptuous 
treatment of him in public on two occasions, 
and the consciousness of the poltroonery 
he had shown in his struggle with Photo, 
gave that colour to his narrative which 
confirmed the Pasha's suspicions of his 
son's double-dealing as to Photo, and 
impressed him with the idea that the 
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latter was little better than a poor, puny 
milksop, too contemptible to deserve the 
trouble of being impaled or strangled. 

The Pasha having listened attentively 
to the man*s story remained some mo- 
ments silent, collecting materials for a 
more minute examination into those par- 
ticulars which afforded fuel to his sus- 
picions. 

** How earnest thou to discover that the 
thief s cub was concealed at the Dhespotes'? 
Hast thou any reason to suppose that my 
son had any knowledge of his escape, and 
that there was any concert between them ? 
— Speak out, man 1 — hide nothing from 
me I I will bear thee harmless against 
any ill-will of Mukhtar Pasha's. I am 
master here. Shukur Allah 1 the Sultan 
himself shall not touch one of my rayahs, 
without my leave. Fear not." 

Mustafa perceived, from the drift of the 
question and the tone in which it was put, 
that the answer which would most gratify 
the Vezir would be one criminating his son. 
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So he, with the tact of a true courtier, 
and inspired by his own resentment, 
replied without hesitation, — 

"Indeed, O Effendim, as your High- 
ness requires me to tell the truth, — and 
who am I that I should presume to disobey 
your commands? — I cannot but confess that 
there may be just grounds for believing 
that the Pasha was not ignorant of the 
fugitive's escape, and a proof of it is the 
haste with which the jailer's head was cut 
off this morning. The boy could not 
have escaped unless the jailer had re- 
ceived orders to leave the door open. And 
there was none to give such orders but 
one," 

** True, true,'* said the Vezir, thought- 
fully, in an under-tone : " dead men don't 
speak," 

*' Well, man," said he, continuing to 
cross-examine his willing witness, **and 
how didst thou trace him to the Bishop's?" 

*' Oh, as for that," answered the villain, 
** it was from there I took him to Kala- 
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r^tes, and where else could he think of 
going for refuge ? " 

"True," observed again the Vezir. 
"And when thou wentest to inquire for 
him, the Dhespotes, I'll warrant him, 
denied he was there. H o w didst thou drag 
the young wretch forth from his hiding- 
place r 

Here Mustafa j^ave himself full liberty 
to unfold a tale, not round and unvarnished, 
but such as suited the purpose he had 
most at heart, — to reinstate himself in his 
own opinion on the point of courage, and 
to impress his auditor with an idea of the 
heroism he had displayed in securing the 
prisoner, 

" The first thing I did in getting into 
the house was to bolt the door, that none 
might go forth till I had completed my 
search. I found the Bishop at the top of 
the stairs ; there were two of his servants 
standing by him, both armed. I saw from 
their looks and attitude that they were 
aware what I was come for, and so I told 
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them at once, * I know the Kako Suliote 
is in the house. Dead or alive, I am de- 
termined to take him out of it. Give 
him up quietly, and no harm shall happen ; 
but if you attempt to conceal him, your 
lives shall pay for it.* Upon which the 
Bishop began to swear by all his saints 
that he knew nothing about the Suliote, 
and told me to quit his hT^use. I imme- 
diately rushed up the stairs, and made for 
the room where I suspected the boy was; the 
two servants set upon me with their swords, 
but I soon disposed of them, and made my 
way Into the room, where sure enough, as 
I conjectured, lay skulking the cowardly 
Guiaoor, who, seeing there was no escape, 
threw himself on his knees and embraced 
mine, beseeching me with tears to spare 
him ; at the same time the Bishop came 
and joined in the supplication. He had 
better have kept quiet, for he received a 
wound from my yatagan which was aimed 
at the young poltroon, whom I was resolved 
to despatch at once ; but just at that 

VOL. II. H 
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moment the Buluk Bashi and the guard 
arrived and forcibly took him from me, 
and now claim the reward promised for 
his capture. Your Highness may judge 
now who's entitled to it." 

** Thou art a brave fellow," said the 
Fasha; (and hast marvellous skill in 
playing a solo on thy own trumpet, he 
might have added.) ** Thou shalt not fail 
of reward. The promised backshish is 
thine. Here is an earnest of it — (and he 
tossed him a bag full of money) — and 
from this moment I appoint thee suc- 
cessor to the post of the dead jailer, l^o 
thy custody I now commit the guard of 
that cowardly thief's spawn. To-morrow 
morning," continued he, " his fate shall 
be fixed ; meanwhile, see that thy knife 
be sharpened.*' 

The glare of horrid joy, which here 
passed across the butcher^ike face of the 
Turk, gave evidence to the Pasha that he 
had made choice of a guardian for the 
wretched boy in whose fidelity he might 



I 
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fully confide, and of an executioner on 
whose zeal he might reckon. 

Mustafa now made a motion to go, such 
was his eagerness to enter on his new 
functions. But the Vezir stopped him. 

" Tell me," said he, *' didst thou note 
anything of the boy at Kalarj^tes ? Did 
Yanko's wife notice him? How passed 
matters between them ? " 

This question was enough for the ma- 
lignant wretch to set him on the fabrica- 
tion of a story in which, suiting it to what 
he conceived to be the desire of the in- 
terrogator, he made out Angelica to have 
treated the young Suliote with a fami- 
liarity and freedom which, had there been 
a word of truth in it, would prove her to be 
the very reverse of what is included in 
the respected title of a faithful wife ; and 
described Photo as debauched in his man- 
ners, as he had been made out by the 
preceding statement to be a coward. 

** Thou mayest go now," said the Pasha, 
when the slanderer had spun out his lie, 

H 2 
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of which it could not even be said that 
there was ** one thread of candour in a 
web of wiles." 

"But, O Vezirl" said Mustafa, ''I 
must have an order for the delivery of the 
Kako Suliote into my custody. He's now 
under the guard of the Buluk Bashi, 
Abdurahman Aga." 

" I'll see to that," said the Vezir, 
motioning him away. " Go thou and 
wait at the prison gate ; and hark I as 
thou valuest thy life and my favour, keep 
thy tongue quiet ; let no one know thou 
hast been here." 

Mustafa made no reply, but by putting 
his finger on his lips, and then hurried 
away to the post assigned to him. 
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CHAPTEK XXV. 

It was now night. All good Moslems 
had said their evening prayers ; and the 
supper was waiting the Pasha's appear- 
ance in the great hall, where, on occa- 
sions of triumph and ceremony, such as 
the present, he was wont to take his re- 
past in great state. He was never so 
smooth and affahle in his outward de- 
meanour as when he was nursing up his 
wrath against any hapless mortal who had 
incurred his suspicions. It behoved him 
towards whom he showed the greatest 
kindness, most to beware. His cajoleries 
were like the stealthy, velvetty advance of 
the tiger towards his prey, before making 
his murderous spring. His own son was 
now the chief object of his gathering 
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venom ; — so, when he had seated himself 
in the corner of his divan, and ordered 
the supper to be brought, he bid Mukhtar 
Fasha, who was standing at the end of 
the room, a little in advance of the com- 
mon attendants, to come and take his seat 
by him — a mark of distinction of no com- 
mon kind, where, as throughout the East, 
the paternal character partakes in some 
degree of the attributes of sovereignty. 

The supper, as all Oriental meals, 
passed in silence. There is a time for all 
things ; and eating is too essential an 
affair of life to be unseasonably disturbed 
by talking. 

The whole ceremony being despatched, 
and the process of digestion begun, the 
Turk with his pipe in his mouth, and 
smoothing down his beard, presents the 
heau ideal, in his estimation, of human 
felicity. He is then in what he calls his 
kief — in spirits. 

The idea of happiness is so connected 
with that of immobility, that, in answer 
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to the usual inquiry after the well-being 
of any one, which we, fidgetty Frenguis, 
express — "How is he getting onf" — the 
answer, indicative of his being well to do 
in the world is — " Shukur Allah! Tchok 
6yi ; autouroor — God be praised! he is 
quite well ; he squatteth." 

It was in this quiescent state that Al^ 
Pasha and his hopeful son were sitting, 
giving usual signs of their having, ac- 
cording to the Italian expression, fatto 
pansa di veluto ; at each instance of 
which the attendants, with obsequious 
looks and gestures, murmured the usual 
benediction — ^^Afiyet old I — Much good 
may it do you I" when Selim Bey, Al^ 
Pasha's favourite grandson, a fine, noble 
boy, stepped from behind the perdeh, and 
came and took his station at the end of 
the room, waiting till his respectable 
grandfather should notice him. 

** Come hither, child," said the Vezir. 
The boy advanced with his naked feet. 
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kissed the hem of the Vezir's garment, 
and stood again in a reverent attitude a 
few paces nearer, ready to listen to the 
command. 

** How fares it with thy toufenk, boy ? 
Canst thou hit me off a duck on the lake 
with ball, without resting thy gun ? " 

** No, not yet, Babam," answered the 
boy. " I can with shot, though, if the 
duck will only come near enough." 

** But they would be too wise for that, 
Selim, if they knew what a famous shot 
thou wert. I must take thee with me the 
next expedition I go upon, and thou must 
try thy hand upon the Klephts. Dost 
thou think thou couldst knock me off a 
Kako Suliote at the distance of those 
heads yonder?" and he pointed to the 
heads stuck on stakes in the court beneath 
the windows, which were visible by the 
light of several monster torches, which 
illuminated the whole of the serai with 
red glare. 




PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 105 

Selim looked in that direction, stand- 
ing on tiptoe, and stretching his neck to 
see better. 

** I don't know," said he ; ** I never 
tried." 

Here the Vezir laughed ; and turning 
to the boy's father, repeated the boy's 
words : — 

" He does not know I he never tried ! 
There's conceit for you I I doubt not 
but my young Chelibi will be for chal- 
lenging us both to split Photo Tzavella's 
skull at a hundred paces, if we'd only give 
him till to-morrow evening to practise 
with ball. Aferum Palikaril — Bravo, 
my young marksman I I dare say thou 
wouldst prove a better shot than the 
Padischah's Topjee Bashi. But I can't 
afford thee such a good chance, boy. 'Tis 
high time that reptile were crushed," 
continued he, no longer in the tone of 
banter he had hitherto assumed ; " to- 
morrow morning is even too long to wait. 
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Here, children!" said he, raising his 
voice, ** go bid the Buluk Bashi ** 

Before the Vezir could finish the sen- 
tence, young Selim was on his knees before 
him, and kissing the hem of his robe,— 

** Am an I Aman I Baham I — Mercy I 
mercy! O my Father!" he exclaimed. 
" Grant me the Suliote's life. You pro- 
mised me a backshish before you went to 
Premedi. Give me poor Photaki ; he 
shall be my Palikari. I am sure he will 
be faithful, he has such a faithful face! 
Aman I Aman /" And the boy kissed 
his grandfather's hand and knee with the 
most endearing and supplicating look. 

If Al^ was ever capable of feeling affec- 
tion for any living being, it was for this 
grandchild, now pleading at his feet with 
all the warmth of a young heart, as yet 
untainted by the atmosphere of blood and 
treachery in which he breathed, on behalf 
of another human being, from the mere 
impulse of our common humanity. 
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'' Who taught thee that lesson, child?'' 
said the Vezir ; and the look ho cast at 
the same time on Mukhtar betrayed his 
suspicion. "Go/* continued ho, raising 
his voice to the imperative pitch ; " Go 
thou, Mustafa, and bid the Buluk Bashi, 
Abdurahman Aga, conduct the prisoner 
hither ; and be thou at hand : there will 
be work for thee presently." 

Whoever caught a glimpse of Mustafa's 
countenance as he hurried forth to execute 
the welcome errand, might, with truth, 
declare that he had seen the face of a fiend 
incarnate. The look of insolent triumph 
glanced from his blood-shot eye as he 
passed by Mukhtar, who stood pale 
with the contending emotions of fear of 
his father and of suppressed rage at the 
insolence of his base satellite. 

A pause of anxious expectation ensued 
upon the latter's disappearing from the 
room. Every one seemed to be antici- 
pating some horrid event. The poor boy, 
who had innocently set fire to the train, 
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looked frightened at what he had done, 
and shrunk back to the spot where his 
father was standing, even more alarmed 
than himself. The Vezir alone appeared 
unconcerned. What signifies to the vete- 
ran tyrant the racking anxiety of hearts 
which is created by his frown among the 
miserable dependants on his will ? The 
crackling of his victim's bones is music to 
the laughing hyaena, if hyaenas have any 
ear for music. 

Presently the perd^h was drawn aside, 
and all faces turned towards the door ; 
but instead of the expected prisoner and 
his escort, it was Ignatios the good 
Bishop. 

He advanced to the edge of the raised 
floor, and waited for a sign from the 
Pasha before he ventured to go further. 
Al^ affected at first not to notice him ; 
but, in fact, he was watching him with the 
corner of his keen, cruel eye, to see if he 
could detect any signs of recognition or 
concert between him and his son. He 
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observed he carried his right hand in a 
sling, which seemed to confirm Mustafa^s 
story of the wound he had received. 

After a short pause, filled up with two 
or three long whiffs of the hookah, Al^ 
exclaimed with his patelin tone — ** I am 
glad to see you back, Dhespotal You have 
been sick, I hear; you have had a fall 
from your horse, eh ? Is your arm much 
bruised?'* 

Ignatios, after performing the usual 
obeisance, replied — " Your Highness does 
me great honour to inquire after my 
health. The accident was but a trifle/' 

** Where did it happen?" said the 
Vezir, internally rejoicing at catching, as 
he thought, the Bishop in a lie. " There's 
a very bad bit of road near the Five 
Wells. It was there you fell, I dare 
say?'' 

"Your Highness has been misinformed," 
answered Ignatios. ^* I had no fall on the 
road." 

*^ Then how did you hurt your arm ? " 
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said the Vezir ; " for I see it's disabled. 
You bishops are not fighting men ! '* 

" *Tis a mere trifle/* replied the Bishop, 
wishing to avoid the explanation the Pasha 
seemed driving at. " My wrist was acci- 
dentally hurt, but not from a fall. It is 
nothing to signify." 

The Bishop's unwillingness to enter into 
explanation, confirmed the Pasha's pre- 
vious suspicions more and more. 

The approach of the prisoner was now 
announced by the bustle on the outside of 
the door, and presently Photo stood face 
to face with the redoubtable foe of his 
nation, who, with difficulty, dissembled 
his surprise at the undaunted yet modest 
carriage of the youth, who had been just 
described to him as such a poor, pusillani- 
mous creature. 

Mustafa, whose consciousness of his 
own inherent baseness made him anxiously 
watchful of everything which seemed to 
threaten its discovery to others, perceived 
the effect, however disguised, which Pho- 
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to's appearance had on the Vezir, and he 
stood eagerly waiting for the long-ex- 
pected permission to finish the business 
by one blow of his yatagan, the handle of 
which he kept clutching with a kind of 
nervous motion, which betrayed his im- 
patience to use it. But when the wretch 
caught the eye of Ignatios, whom he did 
not expect to meet there, the recollection 
of the morning's scene seemed to turn his 
brass into pewter, and his bold, bullying 
look made place for such an uneasy, 
fidgetty manner, that the Pasha, who was 
taking his survey of all before him, prepa- 
ratory to making up his mind what to 
do, could not help perceiving it. At the 
same time, the young Suliote having also 
perceived the presence of the Bishop, 
losing all recollection of every other ob- 
ject, pushed Mustafa aside, and falling 
on his knees at Ignatios' feet, kissed his 
wounded hand, and exclaimed — ** Oh, 
my more than father I Oh, that I should 
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ever have shed your pure blood I Forgive 
me I bless me I and I die content." 

Now, then, the secret of the disabled 
arm is coming out. 

"What is this?" said Al^, looking for 
an explanation both to the Bishop and 
Mustafa. 

But as they both hesitated to speak. 
Photo, rising from his knees and turning 
to the Pasha,—" I vsrill tell thee all, O 
Vezir, if I am allowed to speak." 

" Speak on," said the Pasha, who, 
versed as he was in all the arts of deceit 
himself, read in the artless and sincere 
expression of the noble features now fear- 
lessly turned towards him, that nothing 
but truth could issue from those lips. 

" Let none," said he, ** be accused of my 
escape but myself; and least of all the 
Bishop." 

He then explained how he got away 
from the prison, not omitting the circum- 
stance of his having thrown down some 
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person on his way, and how he had rushed 
into the first house he found open, and 
how he had determined to give himself 
up of his own accord, rather than any one 
should sufier on his account, when that 
coward (pointing to Mustafa with a look 
of ineffable contempt) came to seize him. 

"Now, O Vezirl'* concluded he, "I know 
I have no mercy to expect at thy hands. 
But let me ask one favour ; and that is, not 
to die by those of such a base coward as he. 
If he is alive now, he owes it to the gene- 
rosity of that holy man, who received the 
wound which, but for him, would have 
reached the caitiff's throat. Let anybody 
be my executioner, — let that child (look- 
ing at young Selim) give the blow. But, 
oh I let not a Suliote be disgraced by the 
touch of such a vile poltroon as that.'* 

The boy, who was watching the scene 
with the greatest earnestness, could no 
longer contain himself on that allusion 
being made to him. He rushed up to 
Photo, and looking up to him with the 

VOL. II. I 
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most affectionate expression, said — " V\l 
cut my hand off before I hurt you I '* 

This expression of sympathy from so un- 
expected a quarter, was to Photo what the 
sound of running water is to the parched 
and fainting pilgrim in the wilderness. He 
would have pressed the kind hoy to his 
heart, but he was rudely dragged back by 
his hair by the ferocious Mustafa, who again 
looked to the Vezir for the fatal signal ; 
but Selim was now on his knees before his 
grandfather, and renewing his solicitations 
for Photo's life. 

" Know'st thou not that he is a 
Guiaoor,*' said Al^, " and the enemy of 
thy race ? " 

**But he does not know better, per- 
haps,'' replied the boy: "do you?" said 
he, turning his head back towards Photo, 
" Let me only try, O my Baba, and I am 
sure he will be a good Moslem and a 
faithful Palikari/' 

**Hold thy peace, child I" said the Vezir, 
frowning upon Selim, but in a tone of 
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voice which indicated that he was soften* 
ing ; or, at least, that he had not yet deter- 
mined on the destruction of the young 
mountaineer. 

Then, addressing himself to Mustafa, — 
** I appoint thee chief jailer, in the room of 
him who betrayed his trust. Take charge 
of the thief. See thou to his security. To- 
morrow morning thou shalt receive further 
orders. Till then thy life answers for his. 
Anladimme? — Hast thou understood?" 

^^Anladlm! — I have understood," an- 
swered the new jailer ; in a tone, however, 
in which exultation at his appointment to 
his new dignity was more than balanced 
by disappointment at being again balked 
of the gratification of washing his hands 
in the blood of his prisoner. 

The hapless youth would fain have 
turned to the Bishop to receive his final 
blessing, but he had only time to cast his 
eyes wistfully towards him, and make the 
siffn of the cross, before he was forced to 
move once more to his solitary cell j where. 
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for the present, we must leave him to his 
own reflections and the tender mercies of 
his jailer, and return to the presence of 
the man on whose fiat his longer continu- 
ance in this weary wilderness of life seemed 
solely to depend. Seemed^ I say : for, 
in reality, what a mere phantom is the 
power which the absolute tyrant deems 
to be his I How little, while the wicked 
is exulting in the independence of his own 
doings, does he dream that he is under 
the control of One whose ways are far 
above out of his grovelling sight I 

The scene which had passed before his 
eyes was enough to convince the observant 
Al^ that Mustafa was not entirely to he 
trusted in the estimate of character, and 
that the epithets of coward and poltroon, 
which he had lavished upon his prisoner, 
were better bestowed on himself. 

But as it belongs to the nature of your 
genuine autocrat to delight in bestowing 
honour on the instruments of his tyranny 
in exact proportion to their vileness, Aly 
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could not have chosen a fitter object for 
his capricious favour than Mustafa, whose 
malignant feeling towards his prisoner 
made him only a more trustworthy jailer. 
The choice was further recommended to 
the Vezir by the desire he felt to mortify 
both his son Mukhtar, and the Bishop 
Ignatios, for the favour they were disposed 
to show the poor young Suliote. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Photo had no sooner been removed from 
the presence-chamber to his prison, than 
there arrived several of the Vezir's cour- 
tiers to pay their respects to his High- 
ness ; among them were the Professor 
Psilidhi, Mehemet Effendi, and Doctor 
Mavromati. 

After these had gone through the usual 
salutations, Al^ . beckoned to his son 
Mukhtar to be seated, as well as to the 
Bishop and the new-comers, except the 
renegado, when the following conversa- 
tion arose : — 

Aly Pasha^ (addressing himself to the 
Bishop,) said, — " What am I to believe of 
that boy's story ?** 

Bishop. *^ As far as I am concerned 
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in it, I can assure your Highness he 
spake nothing but what is strictly true. 
The Palikari Mustafa, I can answer for 
him, shook with terror, while he held my 
knees, seeking to escape from the rage of 
the youth." 

Al^ Pasha. " I can believe it. He's not 
a true Skypetar. He*s a Critikos* and a 
Guiaoor, and I never knew any of those 
renegades but what were rogues and pol- 
troons/' 

Here the renegade, Mehemet EfFendi, 
looked rather uncomfortablci and he did 
not feel more at his ease when Al^, 
looking at him, continued with his air 
de honhommie^ — " There are, no doubt, 
some among those whom the Frenguis 
call philosouphs, who have changed their 
faith from conviction of the truth, "What 
say you, Mehemet EfFendi ?'* 

The wretched Jesuit was not quite 
sure whether the appeal to him were 
ironical or no. He bent himself forward 

♦ Fi^cNote. 
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in the lowly posture, and put on the 
sanctified look of a monk approaching the 
altar of a miracle-working image, and re- 
plied to the Vezir's question by that kind 
of short, dry cough, which in doubtful 
cases serves to give time for reflection, 
and enables a man to clear the windpipe 
of his conscience before he attempts by 
words to disguise its inward workings. 

" Hm — hhm — hhhhm. — Your High- 
ness will pardon my imperfect knowledge 
of the language. I did not quite un- 
derstand the question you condescended 
to put to me/' 

The Pasha saw the poor man's em- 
barrassment, and enjoyed it. His High- 
ness was now in his cups, and when in 
that state there was nothing he delighted 
in more than in what Turks call bosh 
lakerdi — Persians, chum wa hum — and 
Britons, twaddle. He had a supreme 
contempt for every mode and form of 
human creed. Judging of all mankind 
by the standard of his own depraved 
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heart, he disbelieved in the existence of 
a principle of virtue ; and in this he was 
confirmed by the conversation of the 
better-informed Greekp who frequented 
his court, and who had, for the most 
part, received their education in the 
Italian universities, just at the time when 
the French Revolution was furnishing a 
practical comment on the principles of an 
atheistic and sensual philosophy, and 
spreading corruption far beyond its im- 
mediate theatre. 

Of this sort was the Professor Psilidhi, 
to whom Al^ now turned and said, — 
" Do you speak to the Effendi in his own 
language. He will understand my ques- 
tion better. You heafd what it was ? " 

Psilidhi, who liked nothing better at 
all times than to display his own little wit, 
being a Greek to the very marrow for 
vanity and conceit, brightened up at the 
task imposed on him of bothering the 
Jesuit, which he saw was evidently the 
drift of the Pasha. So, placing him- 
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self in an attitude, and looking round 
with a self-complacent smile and a wink 
of the eye, which said, — ** You shall see 
how ni puzzle him,*' he addressed him- 
self in Italian to the Padre : — 

•* His Highness the Vezir was pleased 
to observe . . . His Highness the Vezir 
graciously condescends to feel a wish to 
know what put it into your head to turn 
Turk, — that is, to become, as he doubts 
not you are, a true Mussulman. He 
deigns to inquire whether there were not 
fooleries enough in your own Santa Chiesa 
Cattolica Apostolica Romana Fapale, to 
satisfy you, without giving yourself the 
trouble of believing all the lies of the 
true Prophet?'* 

Mehemet Effendi could hardly believe 
his Mussulman ears at hearing himself 
apostrophised by the Greek in such blas- 
phemous terms, in the presence and by 
the commands of the Pasha. He stood 
aghast. 

" Don't fear to speak your mind, man ! ** 
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continued the voluble Professor. ** Our 
illustrious Vezir is a philosopher ; he 
cares not a para for one saint more than 
for another. His Highness, be assured, 
will not have a worse opinion of you for 
your honestly confessing that you think 
Mahomet to be just as great a rogue as 
any of your own popes. Be bold, man I 
— Speak out ! '* 

The renegade was perfectly horrified 
and bewildered at the effrontery of the 
Greek thus daring to spit, as it were, 
upon the beard of the Prophet, under the 
very beard of such a redoutable disciple 
of Islam as Al^ Pasha. He did not know 
the liberties which were allowed the im- 
pudent little Professor, when occasionally 
licensed to play the buffoon for the amuse^^ 
ment of his master ; nor was he aware of 
the contempt which the latter felt for all 
creeds, and which he did not scruple 
openly to avow for his own, when unre- 
strained by the presence of regular-bred 
orthodox Moslems, whom it might be his 
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interest to impose upon by an appearance 
of respect for the Koran and its author. 
This spirit of incredulity was not peculiar 

to the Albanian ruler. It was even then 

« 

beginning to undermine the faith of the 
Osmanlis themselves, and as no form of 
human society can hold together without 
the bond of a common faith in something, 
the subsequent spread of that spirit must 
be considered as the primary cause of the 
changes in Turkey now passing under our 
eyes, which must inevitably issue in the 
dissolution of the Ottoman empire. 

The wretched, scared hypocrite, stood 
trembling, conscious that all the company 
were enjoying his confusion. He sus- 
pected, moreover, that it might be a trick 
of the Greek's to entrap him into a con- 
fession which should furnish the Pasha 
with a pretext to punish him, and so he 
prepared his reply with a deprecatory 
look, meant to express his horror at the 
blasphemy ; while he inadvertently crossed 
himself, to the infinite amusement of all 
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the party except the good Bishop, who 
shrunk from the slightest approach to a jest 
on anything connected with man's opinions 
on so awful a subject as religious belief. 

" His Highness," said Mehemet Ef- 
fendi, with a trembling voice, "is, no 
doubt, pleased to banter. It is true that 
I had not the happiness to be bom of 
parents professing the true faith of Islam ; 
nevertheless, I dare venture to affirm, that 
among those who have had that enviable 
advantage, there is not one who has a 
deeper conviction of the sublimity of the 
genius of that greatest and best of the 
prophets, on whom be blessing 1 who is 
adored by the magnanimous Osmanli na- 
tion, and by all Mussulman people/* 

Saying this, the miserable dissembler in 
his bewilderment again crossed himself 
with a devout zeal, and he was about to 
proceed in his panegyric on the inspired 
camel-driver of Mecca, when the Vezir, 
who was now in high kief^ took up the 
conversation, and said, in a tone of hon- 
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hommiei which he could assume so na- 
turally as to throw the most wary off 
their guard, — " Come, come, Effendi, be 
honest, and confess that you no more be* 
lieve in our Prophet than in your Pope. 
You Frenguis, after all, are men of sense ; 
you know 'tis all one what a man believes. 
Life is but life, and he is the wisest who 
enjoys it most and fastest. As for the 
rest, they are only fools who trouble 
themselves about what is to come after. 
That's your creed, too, Kyr Professor — 
is it not ? You don't believe there's an- 
other life after this, do you ? Come, now, 
be as honest as our reverend Imam there, 
Mehemet Effendi." 

Psilidhi replied with mock seriousness 
to the Pasha's appeal, saying, — ** Your 
Highness will pardon me if I observe 
that, whatever my opinion on that subject 
may be, no one can doubt of the sincerity 
of the Effendi's belief; for has he not 
already a foretaste of the joys promised 
to the faithful in the possession of the two 
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houris your Highness's munificence has 
bestowed on him ? If such be his felicity 
on earth, what may he not expect in 
Paradise ? »' 

The whole assembly again burst out 
into another roar of inextinguishable 
laughter, in which the Padre Effendi 
joined, with such a grace as he did whose 
nose was caught between the pincers of 
St. Dunstan. In truth, he cut but a 
sorry figure ; his yellow weazen face 
shrunk into a wooden posture, like some 
of those old Gothic carvings which re- 
present souls in purgatory; while the 
jests, mingling with the taunts of his 
own stricken conscience, vibrated in his 
ears like the mockeries of those evil 
spirits, for whose society his base apostasy 
had fitted him. 

The good Bishop alone took no share 
in the merriment occasioned by the ex- 
hibition of all this ribaldry and baseness. 
He felt himself humbled at the degra- 
dation (however merited) of one who had 
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given such cause of triumph to the scorners 
of that faith, in witness of which he him- 
self would at any time have laid down his 
life ; and he waited with an impatience, 
which the hahitual serene sadness of his 
countenance could hardly conceal, the 
Pasha's signal for leave to depart. 

The insolent little Dhidhaskalos, elated 
with the success of his sallies, was about 
to pursue his easy triumph over the rene- 
gade, when the thread of his small wit 
was cut short by a scowl of the Vezir's 
eye, to which he instinctively looked, like 
a fawning spaniel, for his master's appro- 
bation, as he turned away from the blank, 
woe-begone countenance of the degraded 
ex-Propagandist. 

Al;^ Pasha was not so jollified by his 
copious libations, as to permit the re- 
petition of such liberties as the Greek had 
presumed to take in alluding to any act 
of his Lord's. 

** Enough ! *' said the Vezir, in a tone 
which made the little man's blood run 
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cold, and his skin creep from the summit 
of his skull to the extremities of his 
toes. 

Then, motioning with his hand to the 
Italian Moslem, he contemptuously dis- 
missed him with these words: — "Be in 
attendance here to-morrow morning. — 
Depart!'' 

A dead silence succeeded the Guiaoor 
EflFendi's exit. The remaining company 
awaited with trepidation the moment when 
it should please the great man to dismiss 
them, too ; for they all felt as those may do 
who have ventured into the cage of a wild 
heast, quiet because gorged with food, 
when a low, under growl, with a partial 
display of teeth, awakens the suspicion 
that he meditates making a dessert of his 
too-curious visitors. Kyr Psilidhi, espe- 
cially, was more dead than alive at the 
prospect of serving as a compote to the ^ / 

human tiger. 

After a few whiffs of his splendid 
hooka, Al^ Pasha put an end to the 

VOL. II. K 
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avf ul panfie by ftddresEiiig Imiwfilf to die 
Bishop of ArtJu wbose sorroir azid dis- 
gust at the exHlntioiD of impiety, of wlndi 
be bad been bo unwilliDg a witness, made 
faim mfieufible tc» anr otber sentimeiil. 

*' Dbespota,* said the Tezir, ** I bai« a 
queitioD to ask you. How many men. 
think yoo, placed in the same drcmn- 
t»ta]iceg as that Frengni Papas, would not 
have acted as he did ?" 

The Bishop, uncertain of the drift of 
the question, answered cautiously, — ^ God 
is the judge of men's hearts. I cannot 
telL** 

Aly continued : — ** After all, is not that 
man a fool who hazards his life for what 
be calls his faith ? For what assurance 
can any one hare that what he was taught 
as a child is not all a lie ? That men are 
found to run the risk from a Tariety of 
motives, such as foolhardiness, perverse- 
ness^ obstinacy, we all know. Even curi- 
osity will overcome the sense of danger, 
as the adventure of the old fisherman 
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proved not long ago. But to hazard one's 
life for a mere opinion, a fancy, a pre- 
judice, 'tis all bosh lakerdi — empty talk : 
a man must be either a fool or a mad* 
man. What says your Holiness ?" 

What could a Christian bishop an- 
swer to such infidel reasoning, put forth 
by such authority ? 

He felt that an appeal to his own 
experience of the realities of that unseen 
world, which is visible only to the eye of 
faith would have been discoursing of light 
and heat to one who had never seen or 
felt the beams of the glorious sun. 

He calmly remarked that the conduct 
of men, on trying occasions, was accord- 
ing to the strength of their habitual 
motives. 

** Ta ggya rm up^ganrofv hvui aav ra vz^a, 
Agy vTsg&diivovv roig ^gvaeig. — The actions 
of men are like water; they never rise 
above their springs. Low motives produce 
base deeds. The thoughts which come 
from God show themselves in god-like 

k2 
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deeds. The motive makes the man. 
To-morrow morning will show what that 
stripling is made of." 

These few words, spoken in that gentle, 
yet firm tone, which indicated the deep 
conviction of the speaker's own heart, 
were succeeded hy a pause, of which Kyr 
Psilidhi took advantage to recover the 
good, graces of the Vezir hy paying his 
Highness a compliment upon his penetra- 
tion and insight into the characters of 
men, to several instances of which he 
alluded ; and then, directing his conver- 
sation to the Bishop, asked whether the 
case of the fisherman, which the Vezir 
had just adverted to in his profound ob- 
servations, had reached his ears. 

The good Bishop, glad to be relieved 
from the risks to which the prosecution 
of the argument on human conduct with 
a moralist, having an executioner at his 
elbow, might expose him, replied that he 
was ignorant of the fact ; and perceiving 
from the twinkle of the Vezir 's eye, that 
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his Highness, after a sip of pure mocha, was 
in high kief^ said, — *' If his Highness will 
condescend to relate the story with his own 
lips, I shall be grateful for such an addition 
to my store of knowledge respecting human 
nature. It will serve to correct what may 
be erroneous in my own deductions." 

The deference to his intellectual acu- 
men implied in the courtier-like paren- 
thesis, did not pass unheeded by the 
Vezir, who piqued himself not a little on 
the worldly sagacity and discrimination of 
men's characters, by which he had raised 
himself to power. He therefore conde- 
scended with evident self-complacency to 
relate, in proof of his possession of those 
qualities, the instance now called for.* 

Al^" prefaced the story with the ob- 
servation, that some men are like restive 
animals. ** If you wish to make an ass," 
said he, " pass over a brook, the pro- 
bability is that he will stand stock-still, 
or turn back. There's no use attempting 

♦ A fact. 
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to drive him on ; but pull him back by 
the tail, and out of sheer perverseness 
he will spring forward with wonderful 
alacrity. So it happens with men. 

"I tried the experiment on the old 
fisherman who lives on the island in the 
lake. 'Tis not a quarter of an hour's 
row from the town, as we all know. It 
was told me that he had never set foot 
in lo^nnina since he was born. He was 
bom on the island above sixty years ago. 
Can any one conceive such a lack of curi- 
osity, or such a strange attachment to his 
fishing-boat? When I heard of this I 
sent the old man notice, that if he were 
ever caught on shore in loannina, day or 
night, he should be hanged up on the 
first tree ; and having done so, I set men 
to watch him, with orders to bring him 
to me, should he, as I reckoned he would 
forthwith, be found transgressing my 
prohibition. 

** That same night my old catcher offish 
came straight across from the island with 
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his boat, and landed for the first time in 
his life, warned though he was, close under 
the walls of the serai. He was immedi- 
ately brought before me. I said to him,— 

* You foolish old fisherman, what brought 
you into town at this time of night? 
Don't you know my orders ? Are you so 
tired of life, that you are in haste to be 
rid of it?' 

** His reply proved — what I wanted to 
see — the eflScacy of the donkey experi- 
ment. 

" * Effendim, what can I do ? ' said he. 

* Such a thing never came into my head 
tiU I knew it was forbidden me. Then I 
could not resist coming over. Cut off^ my 
head, if you please ; but the temptation 
was too strong for a poor sinner like me. 
Your Highness knows that our great- 
grandfather cared to eat of none of the 
trees of Paradise, but onlv of the one 
which he was ordered not to touch. Is it 
my fault if I am one of his children ? 
What can a poor man do ? '" 
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" On that plea, I presume your High- 
ness spared his life ? *' observed the Bishop. 

*' I never seriouslv intended to take it," 
answered the Vezir. " The old man is 
the most dexterous fisherman on the lake, 
and the fish of the lake is dainty. But he 
deserved to be hanged for his impudent 
defiance of my commands." 

His Highness here uttered a porten- 
tous yawn, which was the signal for the 
party to break up. Every one arose from 
his seat and retired to the lower part of 
the room, and there waited in respectful 
silence till Al;^, escorted by his attendants, 
passed on to the harem. 




PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 137 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

The fate of Photo must remain in sus- 
pense while we return to Kalar^tes, to 
see what in the meantime has heen doing 
there. 

The morning which followed the ab- 
duction of Angelica's fat spouse from his 
comfortable home shone upon the frag- 
ments of the nuptial feast which had, on 
that eventful night, been so unexpectedly 
interrupted. A melancholy sight it was 
for the fair Nikokyra,* who had taken 
such pains to arrange so many delicate 
details for the purpose of pleasing both 
the taste and the eye, — to see all her 
ingenious contrivances confused in one 
common wreck, and to find the cheerful 
noise and merriment of the marriage sup- 

* Housewife. 
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per succeeded by the silence, still full of 
terror, which now reigned through her 
dwelling. 

Her mind was too much discomposed 
by the suddenness of the event, and also 
by the vague apprehension of the possible 
return of the banditti, to allow of her 
eyes being closed in sleep during the re- 
mainder of the night. No sooner was it 
light than she arose from her solitar}' 
couch (how much less wretched had it 
never been shared by such a partner I) 
and set herself to put all in order again. 
Her first care was to gather together the 
fragments of meat and bread which lay 
strewed all over the floor. ** These,*' said 
she to herself, ^^ will give a meal to some 
poor hungry souls whom God has not 
blessed with such abundance as we, thank- 
less as we are. This (putting aside the 
most respectable portion that remained of 
the peeta) I will reserve for the Papas — 
there is enough for him and his Fapadhia, 
if he will only divide it fairly/* 
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While the Kyra Angelica was thus 
housewifely occupied, day was advancing, 
and the inhabitants of the village, whom 
the alarm of the nocturnal invasion had 
kept shut up in their houses beyond their 
usual hour of rising, like chickens whom 
the dread of the kite confines to their 
coops, now began to venture forth, and 
soon assembled in little knots in the 
neighbourhood of Yanko's house, and 
talked over, as usual on such occasions, 
the events of the preceding night 

Various were the reports as to the 
matter of fact, and the surmises as to the 
motives of the enUvement of their fellow- 
citizen. One could not conceive why the 
robbers should have encumbered them- 
selves with such a useless load as fat 
Kyr Nik61a, when it was so much 
easier to have carried off his slim wife. 
The Kyra Angelica, indeed, would be 
worth ransoming at any cost, for was 
there a single inhabitant of Ealar^tes, 
aye, or of Syrakou or Matsouki either^ 
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who would not contribute to redeem such 
a treasure ? 

** Ah I a treasure truly is she to the 
whole country," said another ; " she is 
always doing good to somebody or other, 
•^-old or young, it's all one to her. God 
bless her 1 ** 

" But as for her husband," observed a 
third in an under-tone, " he may ransom 
himself for what I care. I'd rather pay 
never to see his ugly face again, and 
thank the Klephtes into the bargain for 
doing us the kindness to rid us of such a 
nuisance." 

"Did you see how the brute snubbed 
his beautiful innocent wife last night," 
said a fourth, ** whenever she came near 
him ; while with her sweet, meek smile, 
she tried to show as if she did not per- 
ceive how sulky he was ? And then, how 
dreadfully jealous he looked when she 
offered the wine and the sweetmeat to 
the young Suliote 1 " 

"By the by," exclaimed a fifth, " what 
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became of Photaki Tzavella in the middle 
of the bustle?" 

" Oh ! did not you see him called out 
of the supper-room ?'* answered one of the 
speakers; '^ after that, nobody saw him 
more, or the Palikari either. And did 
not you observe shortly afterwards, when 
the Kyr Nik61a returned, how pleased he 
seemed ? If there hasn't been foul play 
there with that poor boy I'll be content to 
live on kavear and onions all carnival 
time, and never eat a morsel more of 
marriage peeta/* 

" True," observed another ; " there's 
something in all this affair we have not 
got to the bottom of. There's another 
thing, too, — what became ofthatTchin- 
guen6 fiddler all of a sudden ? No sooner 
had Photo disappeared than nothing more 
was to be seen of the fiddler ; and then, 
not very long after, in came those Kleph- 
tes, and pounced upon Kyr Yanko.** 

"I always suspected that gipsy," ob- 
served one of the speakers ; ** whenever 
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there's any mischief working, they are 
sure to have a hand in it." 

By this time the bridegroom, Christo- 
dhoulo, made his appearance at the door of 
the house, and was saluted with the com- 
pliments and jests which, among Greeks, 
whatever be their circumstances, sad or 
gay, are sure to be poured on a Benedict 
by his former companions. 

"T/ KUfjbSi fj Kvgaafi? — How is your lady?" 
Christodhoulo discreetly answered, " The 
Kyra Angelica is very much fatigued, 
and very anxious to know what news may 
have been gained of the Arkhonta, her 
husband ; and she will thank any of you, 
her good neighbours, to let her know 
what you may pick up." 

" We will ! we will 1 " was the answer ; 
and then some, in an under-tone, said 
one to the other, — "The best news we 
could bring her, for her peace, would be 
that the vile wretch had broke his neck." 

" Inshallah ! — Please God 1 " answered 
the rest. 
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On this they dispersed to their various 
avocatioDS^ and that day and the following 
passed without any tidings or further stir 
in the place. 

The sun had now twice set behind the 
mountain which overhangs the deep ravine, 
on the edge of whose opposite bank Kala- 
r^tes stands, and all objects were blended 
in one common shadowy grey tint, when 
Christodhoulo came into the room where 
Angelica was sitting solitary, absorbed in 
a melancholy reverie, and said, — 

** There's a man in the street asks to 
speak with you. He says he has news to 
give you/* 

Heaven knows from what an abyss of 
thought this plain matter-of-fact an- 
nouncement recovered the fair r4veuse. 
It made her start as from a dream, and 
her heart beat thick with anxiety to know 
what were the news the stranger had to 
deliver. And yet, feeling herself without 
the protection of even such a husband as 
Yanko, which left her to act for the first 
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time upon her own responsibility, Ange- 
lica felt as much alarm as curiosity to 
8peak with a stranger. 

" What man is it ?" she asked ; " what 
kind of man ? ** 

^* 'Eevgcif B*yaf ? Ap6gej7rog etvas — What do I 
know ? He is a man," answered Christo- 
dhoulo. 

" Is he old or young, tall or short ? 
What language does he speak — Turkish, 
Bomaick, Vlackh? Surely you know that,'' 
said Angelica, trying to soothe the rising 
alarm of her own excited imagination by 
obtaining, if possible, some ground, how- 
ever slight, on which to fasten its fan- 
cies. 

*^ Eh I erct Kocs ^rai^ answered Christo- 
dhoulo^ with a gesture meant to supply the 
inaccuracies of the information he^ had to 
give. " He is so-so ; the man is oldish — 
youngish; he may be forty, fifty, sixty years 
old. How can I tell ? I am not his godfather ; 
and as for his speech, I suppose he speaks 
his mother-tongue. He looks like a Pa- 
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pas, or a Caloyero, or a Klepht, or some- 
thing of that sort. But how can I tell 
what he is in the dark ? ** 

Here the dialogue between the ac- 
curate Christodhoulo and Angelica was 
suddenly cut short bv the noise of some 
one tumbling and stumbling about in the 
passage, succeeded by a low sort of grum^ 
ble, betraying no little impatience. 

*'T/ hd&oXol — What the deuce, is 
there nobody here ? What's become of 
all the folks ? " And before Anorelica 
could give her orders to the Palikari, the 
perdeh was pushed unceremoniously aside, 
and a stranger stood before them, whose 
figure, enveloped in a huge shaggy capota, 
appeared in the uncertain dusk like that 
of a child of Anak. 

"TgXo^Tai/7^i;l— Atlast! Oof! Amdnr 
uttered a voice, none of the softest ; and 
the speaker, sitting himself down on the 
sofa, added, "Ao|a r<}; @iof\ — Praise be to 
God I " 

These words gave a little courage to 

VOL. II. L 
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poor Angelica, who could not tell whether 
she had to do with a chief of handitti or 
with a pacific churchman. She ventured 
to say, hut in a voice which hetrayed 
her ill-suppressed anxiety, — 

" Kockofg oglZ^ils — You are welcome. 
— Christodhoulo, fetch a tchihouk and 
coflFee; I will hring the light myself/* 
And she was rising from her place to 
leave the room, when the stranger put 
his hand on her arm, and said, in a tone 
which had a sound of command in it that 
did not diminish her fears : 

** Kyra Angelica, you must not stir. 
You need no light to hear what I have to 
say. But hid Christodhoulo remain at 
the house-door, and let no one interrupt 
us, till I have said what I have to say/' 

Imagine the terror of poor Angelica, 
at such a command from the mouth of 
an utter stranger, and in the dark. She 
durst not resist, for how did she know 
hut that the same ruffians, who had but 
the evening before carried oflF her hus- 
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band, were within call to carry her off 
too, and Heaven knows whither? So, 
with the calmest voice she could assume, 
she bid Christodhoulo wait on the outside ; 
and, to give herself a little air of inde- 
pendence under the constraint, added, 
" Be ready to bring in the coffee when 
I call for it/' 

No sooner had Christodhoulo left the 
room than the stranger said, — 

*^ Mfj (poQciauii "^rutitfjbov — Fear not, my 
child. Thou fearest God, and so do I." 

Angelica breathed more freely at this 
preface. Her innocent heart was prone 
to confide — and her child-like faith re- 
posed at once on the simple conclusion, 
** What have I to fear from one who 
fears God?" 

The stranger continued, — ** I bring 
thee tidings of thy husband. It depends 
on thee to save his life. What risks art 
thou willing to run to save it ? " 

**A11 risks," replied Angelica firmly, 
"A wife's duty has no limits/* 

l2 
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**Tbou hast well said, my daughter," 
answered the stranger, *^ and as one who 
truly fears God; and when affection 
comes in aid of duty, the hardest effort 
appears sweet." 

Poor Angelica kept down as well as 
she could a sigh that was issuing from 
the hidden well-spring of her heart. She 
said, **With God's help, everything is 
easy. Tell me what I must do to re- 
deem my husband's life from the hands 

of " She stopped suddenly, as if 

dreading to give offence by calling the 
robbers by their right names, of whom, 
for aught she knew, the stranger might 
be the leader, or at least the instigator. 

He completed the unfinished sen- 
tence : — 

" Of the Klephts, thou would'st say. 
Thou must go and present thyself be- 
fore Al^" Pasha, and that without delay. 
Thou must be on thy road to loannina 
by to-morrow's dawn." 

" Ah J Panay'iamou I — blessed Vir- 
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gin!" breathed out Angelica, half faint- 
ing with terror. " To the Pasha ! / 
appear alone before the Vezir ! God pro- 
tect me 1 I shall die of terror merely to 
look on him 1 Ah, Panayiamou 1 Pana- 
yiamoul" and she burst into a flood of 
tears. 

" Be composed, my child," said the 
stranger in a softened tone, which made 
Angelica feel that he sympathized with 
her distress. " Fear not ; God will pro- 
tect thee ; not only may'st thou save thy 
husband's life, but another's besides — the 
young Suliote's. The fate of one involves 
that of the other." 

" Enough ! enough I " now said An- 
gelica hurriedly, as if she feared that fur- 
ther reflection on the matter might shake 
her resolution, "It is a duty. I will 
accomplish itl God sustain me I Tell 
me only, O stranger I how am I to pre- 
sent mvself before the Pasha? What 
am I to say to him in behalf of my un- 
happy husband? How can I plead for 
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him, till I know what has hecome of 
him?" 

The stranger satisfied Angelica's inqui- 
ries so far as he deemed prudent for his 
purpose, without committing himself, but 
sufficiently to make her understand that 
the only chance of saving the life of her 
husband and Photo depended on her pro- 
ceeding without delay to loannina, and 
delivering into Alj^'s hands the packet 
which he at the same time pulled out of 
his bosom, and put into the hands of 
Angelica. 

** And now," continued he, as he made 
a movement to rise from his seat. " God 
shelter thee, poor lamb! Thou shalt 
hereafter know and see him who hath 
given thee this perilous commission. In 
the hour of need he will be near to suc- 
cour thee." 

^* But, how shall I know you, O stran- 
ger! when we meet again?" asked An- 
gelica. "By what token shall I know 
that all you have told me is *' She 
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hesitated how to conclude her phrase. 
Her thought truly interpreted was: 

" What assures me that you are not 
an impostor, betraying me into mis- 
chief?" He guessed it, and said, ** True, 
my daughter I the next time we meet, 
we shall need to recognise each other. 
Thee I know by voice and form too well 
to be mistaken. I want no token. But 
there^—give me something, anything be- 
longing to thee, which when I present 
it to thee, may assure thee I am he. 
Give me a lock of thy hair." 

Angelica at once adopted the proposal, 
and cutting off the end of a long tress 
that hung even with her waist, and tying 
it with a piece of silk which she pulled 
out of the tassel that surmounted her little 
Greek cap, put it into the hands of the 
stranger, who thrust it into his bosom, 
and then rose, to the no small relief of 
Angelica. But, before he turned away 
to leave the room, he said, " If thou art 
yet in doubt, ask of God ; He will not 
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deceive thee. All will be cleared up at 
the last day. Adieu, we meet at loan- 
nioa, if God so wilL" And he left the 
house, and was presently lost in one of 
the dark paths which plunged into the 
ravine below. 

For some time after the departure of 
the stranorer Angelica remained absorbed 
in thought, revolving in her mind all that 
had passed. The suspicions and doubts 
which in the first moments of the inter- 
view assailed her, as to the character of 
the man, and the real motives of his visit, 
again revived, and the terrors of the 
perilous undertaking thus suddenly pro- 
posed to her, young and inexperienced 
as she was, now brought on a fit of that 
miserable mental ague — infirmity of pur- 
pose — in comparison with which the cer- 
tainty of a great calamity is a welcome 
relief. But the fit was of short duration. 
All her uncertainties and apprehensions 
Tanished in an instant before the reso- 
lution which like a flood rushed in upon 
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her heart, as she earnestly sent up to 
Heaven a prayer for guidance and sup- 
port. It was one of those unutterable 
groanings of the spirit in the anguish of 
suspense which, if truth be truth, is sure 
to bring down an answer of peace to the 
faithful believing soul. Angelica rose 
from her knees, calm, collected, and re- 
solved. 

" It is my duty," said ^she, holding 
communion aloud with her inward moni- 
tor : " come what may, I will, with God's 
help, fulfil it." 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

It was the first time in her young life 
that Angelica had heen called upon to act 
on her own responsibility. 

Greek wives, generally speaking, are 
considered by their husbands in the same 
light as that of other domestic animals, 
only valued by reason of the use they may 
be put to, for the convenience of those 
whom the rules of grammar (invented by 
men) rank under the nobler gender. 

But there are circumstances in which 
the native superiority of mind, breaking 
through all conventional rules both of 
grammar and of the conjugal state, as- 
serts its indefeasible rights, and compels 
the boastful lords of the creation to ac- 
knowledge the title of woman to an 
equal, if not a greater share of the no- 



PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 155 

bility which they arrogate to their own 
gender. 

When the stranger, who the reader has 
probably guessed to have been no other 
but the Caloyero Samuel, left the room in 
which he had held the conversation already 
related with Angelica, he found Christo- 
dhoulo apparently busied with trimming 
the lamp before the household picture 
of the Panayia, placed in a corner of the 
passage. 

There was something in the manner and 
attitude of the Palikari bridegroom which 
betrayed the consciousness of his having 
been listening at the door, and also an 
intention to scrutinise the stranger's fea- 
tures as he passed. 

Samuel therefore, under the show of 
crossing himself in devotion to the Ayia 
Theotokos, contrived to conceal his face, 
and at the same time pushed by Christo- 
dhoulo with such rough haste that his 
shaggy capota, coming in contact with the 
Palikari's person, caused the eversion of 
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the lamp, the extinction of the light, and 
the entire disappointment of his legitimate 
curiosity. 

" The deuce take him for a savage as 
he is!" muttered Cbristodhoulo, as he 
groped about in the dark in search of the 
fallen lamp. 

" Here, Arghyrousa ! come, fetch me a 
light ! A/aj3oXo ! He*s come for no good, 
if he's ashamed to show that ugly face of 
his. I wish I had seen it, though." 

** How do you know it is ugly, then, if 
you did not see it?" said Arghyrousa, as 
she brought thelighther husbandcalledfor. 

** Why did he hide it, then, if it wasn't ?" 
grumbled Christodhoulo. ** He is not a 
three-days' bride, like you, (jbdOuKiuy^ov.*^* 

" You men are worse than women for 
curiosity," answered his bride. " The man, 
I dare say, had better reason for not show- 
ing his face than you think for, and not be- 
cause it was ugly. Think you, that you are 
the only pretty fellow in the world?" 

* Vide Note. 
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The fact must be told, Christodhoulo 
was a thorough Greek on the score of 
curiosity — one of the national character- 
istics, only equalled in intensity by the 
self-sufficiency common to the race. 

This conjugal dialogue was interrupted 
by their Nikok^ra calling for a light. 

Angelica was impatient to read the 
paper left in her hands by her husband's 
messenger. 

Christodhoulo and, it must be confessed, 
his wife, were not the less so to know the 
news. For to hear some new thing is as 
much the passion of the modern Greeks 
of every class as it was of the Athenians 
of old. 

But their mistress, in the brief interval 
of her solitary meditation, had made up 
her mind to keep her own counsel, and 
when at last a light was brought in, she 
answered, a la Orecque^ by another ques- 
tion, the questions of the inquisitive 
couple, as to what that mad Papas had 
wanted of her. 
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"How old is the moon to-night?" 
Christodhoulo stared ; then turned to his 
wife, with a look which meant "The 
woman's moon-struck I" 

Chr. " "Egyfo; syu ?— What do I know ? 
Who ever counted?" 

Ang. " Is the mule in the stable ? Is 
she better of her lame leg ? " 

Chr. **The mule I Why, didn't the 
Klephtopoulo Photaki ride oflF with her 
the other night?" 

Ang. *'Well then, I suppose a gal- 
dhouri (a donkey) can be got ?" 

Chr. "Oh, as for donkeys, they. Heaven 
be praised ! are to be had in abundance 
everywhere." And he turned again to 
Arghyrousa with another significant look, 
which meant, and Oaidhourissas (she asses) 
also. 

Angelica took no notice of the pertness 
of the tone in which this was said, but 
calmly inquired, ** How many hours is it 
to loannina on foot ? " 

Christodhoulo stared again, and said. 
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" Ten — twelve — thirteen — according to a 
man's legs." 

Angelica completed his astonishment by 
asking,— 

" And a woman's ?" 

Christodhoulo could restrain his wonder 
and his peevishness no longer. With 
mock deference to his young mistress he 
exclaimed, — 

" You asked about donkeys ; but, with 
reverence be it spoken, I am just now 
so great an ass myself that I do not under- 
stand you." 

He said this with a self-complacent air, 
which told of the very high opinion he 
entertained of his intellectual capacity at 
other times. 

His wife saved her mistress the trouble 
of enlightening her spouse, quietly ob- 
serving to him, — 

" Just noWy only, Zfifrj(j(jov (my life) ? 'Tis 
clear enough what the Kyra means : she 
wants a gaidhouri to walk with her to 
loannina, and you must go with her." 
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*' Et(ts sipui — So it is," said Angelica. 
** I go to loannina to-morrow, and Chris- 
todhoulo will go with me to look after the 
donkey, which you must secure for me 
forthwith :" adding, as she turned to the 
Palikari, " We must be off by daylight." 

What a proposal to a bridegroom, the 
third day of the honeymoon ! To start by 
daylight on a fatiguing journey, leaving 
the arms of his young bride for the ignoble 
occupation of looking after a donkey ! 

The flesh and blood which constituted 
the person of Christodhoulo could not bear 
it. *'Tg7o/a 'rgccy(jboc}a I — Such things!" a 
Greek locution equivalent to that all-signi- 
ficant fragment, " Did you ever ?" 

''What do you take me for? When I 
came into Kyr Nikola's service it wasn't to 
look after other peoples' donkeys, and " 

'* No," interrupted his wife ; '* Kyr 
Nikola knew that you would have enough 
to do to look after yourself, my darling." 

'' Never mind him, Kyramou," con- 
tinued she ; ** we can manage well enough 
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without him. Petraki the baker is going 
to lo^nnina to-morrow morning, to be in 
time for next day's market. He has two 
good mules to bring back meal for his 
oven, and they will carry us to town 
very comfortably. Petraki is a good 
creature ; he will take good care of us 
on the road, and look after me as well 
as his beasts. Of course, Kyramou, you 
will go straight to Kyr Yanko's house 
when you get to loannina. Petraki 
knows whereabouts it is. If you will 
please to tell me what baggage you 
mean to take, I will set to packing im- 
mediately. 

*' I suppose you will want your best 
attire, for the panigyri (great fair) next 
week : you know Thursday is the Anas- 
tasis (Ascension-day)." 

While Arghyrousa was propounding 
this plan of operations with a volubility 
which astounded her good man, who little 
dreamt what a Tartar he had caught 
when he married her, the silence of her 
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mistress, too much occupied with her own 
anxious forebodings to heed her prate, 
was interpreted into an assent. 

"Go then, my sweetheart," she said to 
Christodhoulo, "and agree with Petraki for 
the journey, and come back quick to help 
me make ready. Come, the Kyra wants 
to be alone : well go together, and look 
after one another in the meanwhile. 
Every one his own donkey, my dear: 
isn't it so?" 

So saying, Arghyrousa, with a sly look 
and coaxing gesture, which made her 
spouse begin to surmise that she was 
actually usurping the mastery over his 
actions, drew him out of the room, and 
left poor Angelica at liberty to read the 
very crabbed manuscript from her lord, 
which was to guide her proceedings. 

The conjugal billet-doux had been so 
rumpled and twisted in the folds of the 
Papas* dress, that it was with no little 
difficulty she made out the following : — 

**Get up the instant you receive this 
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my letter and go and worship our master 
the Vezir, and say, *Your Highness's 
servant, Nikola Yanko, is in the hands of 
men who keep him as a hostage for that 
Suliote boy.' Your husband's life depends 
on your speed, so lose not a moment." 

A postscript was subjoined, in another 
hand, to this effect : — 

" If the boy Photo, the son of Lambro 
Tzavella, is not brought safe and unhurt 
to the Pyrgo on the beach under Macri- 
noro by the eve of Ascension-day, the 
head of him who wrote the above lines 
shall be sent to his master.'* 

Angelica shuddered as she read this 
horrid announcement, which was the more 
terrifying for being written in characters, 
the strange colour of which raised the 
sickening suspicion that the pen which 
traced them had been dipped in the blood 
of some hapless victim of Klephtic lawless- 
ness. 

The image of her unamiable husband's 
broad features, grim in death, was thrust- 
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ing itself before the eyes of her alarmed 
imagination, when she perceived in a 
comer of the paper, folded back, these 
words, added as a postscript by her provi- 
dent husband : — "Don't put on your jewels 
when you appear before the Vezir." 

The return of Arghyrousa into the room 
fortunately brought a seasonable interrup- 
tion to the horrid and bewildering fancies 
which the strange jumble of murderous 
and covetous ideas, conveyed in the joint 
composition of her husband and his per- 
haps executioner, came crowding into the 
mind of Angelica after its perusal. 

**It's all settled, Kyramou," said Ar- 
ghyrousa, with an air of triumph, as 
she entered ; ** he's gone to order the 
cattle to be at the door by daylight, and 
he is to be of the party. I was sure he 
won't let me go without him. I crave 
pardon for his sulky behaviour just now. 
He is not over-bright, you know, here- 
abouts," slightly touching her forehead 
with her finger. *' KofLfjuuroUs y/iv^oKipaKog 
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— A little bit thick-headed, from living 
among these Vlackhiotes ; but he is a good 
creature for all that, and will do anything 
I bid him." 

" You look fatigued, Kyramou I That 
great, clumsy fellow, just now brought 
you bad news, I fear. You had better 
lie down, and take your rest, while I go 
and get all ready for to-morrow morning. 
The Kyra will have her jewels put up 
with the best garments, of course ? " 

" No," replied Angelica, in a peremp- 
tory tone, which contrasted so strangely 
and unexpectedly with her previous silence 
and apparent listlessness, that her hand- 
maid's volubility was suddenly checked, 
and an uncomfortable pause ensued. But 
Angelica felt too sensibly the want of 
sympathy, in the troubles which she in- 
stinctively apprehended were awaiting 
her, to bear to remain even for a mo- 
ment on terms of unkindly distance with 
her only attendant. So she softened the 
harshness of her wo, by adding, in her 
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usual gentle manner, "No, Arghyrousa- 
mou, I must take no ornaments. You 
will know, by and by, that it is not for 
my pleasure that I go down to lo^n- 
nina. And I shall want your merry heart 
and all your faithfulness to give me 
spirits." 

Arghyrousa seized her mistress's hand, 
and put it affectionately to her lips and 
forehead. 

" Trust me, Kyramou ; I will be' faith- 
ful to the last, whatever comes. Did not 
your father's roof shelter me when I was 
a homeless orphan ?** 

A gush of tears and a kiss between the 
eyes, which Angelica gave Arghyrousa, as 
she pressed her to her bosom, was the 
answer which testified her gratitude at 
having found a friend in her hour of 
need. The tenderness of that moment 
established at once between the mistress 
and her handmaid the mutual confiidence 
and attachment which in disinterested 
natures, while they melt and purify the 
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heart, give resolution to bear the suffering 
which is the equal portion of all. 

Arghyrousa returned her mistress's kiss 
by a kiss on the cheek ; and then, as if 
fearful of having approached too near the 
bounds which separate respect from fami- 
liarity, she rose and modestly waited An- 
gelica's pleasure as to the arrangements 
for the journey of the next morning. 

These were soon made ; and then An- 
gelica, being left alone, closed the door, 
and sought upon her knees guidance and 
strength from the inexhaustible treasury 
ever open to the cry of them who have 
no helper. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

We must now follow Samuel down into 
the ravine, and track him along a tor- 
tuous, narrow, rocky path, which at the 
bottom, leaving the direction of loannina, 
turned away to the left up a rocky, woody 
gorge, through which, by a thousand falls 
and breaks, issues a mountain-torrent that 
joins the Kalar^tes river. 

After ascending this gorge for some 
distance, the Fapks stopped at a point 
where the path seemed suddenly to be 
snapped off, in front of a high precipitous 
rock, the face of which was partly screened 
by the branches of the overhanging trees 
and wild creeping-plants. 

At the foot of the rock a faint light 
was perceptible, as seen through the 
fissure of a plank. 
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" That's the place I " said the man : 
" now all's well I " And he advanced cheer- 
fully across a slight rustic bridge, thrown 
over a side-stream, to the low, wooden 
door, which closed the entrance of the 
natural cavern, which he now reached. 
*' Now if Papa Gregori is here, all's well I " 
And he pushed at the door, to try whether 
it were open. But it did not yield. He 
knocked at the door, and listened, but 
no sound from within indicated that he 
was heeded. He then applied his eye to 
the crack in the door, through which the 
light issued ; and after making his observ- 
ations, paused to consider. ** There is 
something unusual," said he to himself. 
" I think I perceive somebody, but not Pap^ 
Gregori ; and the chapel appears in con- 
fusion. What can have happened ? Who 
can that man be ? — if it be a man." And 
the thought came over him that the figure 
he doubted of might be something not 
belonging to earth. 

But Samuel was not a man to take 
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fright at his own imaginings. ** Man or 
devil," said he, " I can't pass the cold 
night in the river/* And he struck again, 
with a bold, unhesitating fist, against the 
top of the door of the cavern ; and at the 
same time, applying the full strength of a 
most prodigious kick to the bottom, it 
flew open, and Samuel found himself at 
one stride, without further opposition, 
within the shelter of the rock, which, as 
the reader may have collected, here formed 
a grotto or cavern, which was used as a 
chapel dedicated to the Panayia tou 
SpilaioUy and served occasionally by a 
Caloyero from a neighbouring monastery. 
Its remote situation, difficult of access, 
made it to be considered rather as a her- 
mitage ; it was frequented by few ; and 
from the windings of the cavern, which was 
supposed to go far under the mountain, it 
was regarded with a certain degree of 
superstitious dread by the goatherds who 
might wander up the gorge. A screen, 
in front of which stood a rude altar 
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adorned with a picture of the Panayia, 
before which ever burned a small lamp, 
hid the entrance into the passages which 
branched off through the rock, the first 
opening of which formed a kind of ante- 
chamber to this subterraneous dwelling. 

Samuel approached with some caution 
the figure, which he now more distinctly 
perceived to be seated on the ground, 
leaning with its back against a projection 
of the rock, and with its head bent down- 
wards immovable on its breast. A pro- 
fusion of hair, mingling with a shaggy 
beard, gave the head the appearance of a 
slumbering lion. 

The Papsls stepped back a pace. 

"Why! how came that man here?" 
said he inwardly : " is not that the Delhi 
Dervish ? It's no child's play to pick a 
quarrel with such as he. What can have 
become of Papa Qregori ? Can this mad- 
man have made awav with him?" 

And he looked peeringly round the 
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cave, as if he expected to discover some 
remains of the Papas. 

The figure, which till now had re- 
mained motionless, now slowly raised its 
head ; and as the light of the lamp just 
found its way through the thick, grisly 
mane, and flashed upon the eyeballs that 
lay sunk deep beneath, Samuel perceived 
that they were fastened upon himself with 
a savage glare, which portended no friendly 
companionship for that night. 

He had now no doubt that he had to 
deal with the Delhi Dervish, a creature 
dreaded through all that country, being 
notorious for his fanatic hatred of every- 
thing Christian, and formidable even to 
the Moslems themselves from the maniac 
insolence with which he would thrust him- 
self into their houses, terrifying them into 
submission to any demands which his ca- 
pricious fury prompted him to make. 

He was, in fact, a ferocious, reckless 
profligate, whose vices were occasionally 
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exasperated to the pitch of rabid mania 
by the excitement of opium ; and woe 
betide the man who came across his path 
when he was under the influence of his 
dram! 

Samuel saw, from the expression of the 
Dervish's eye as it caught his, that mis- 
chief was brooding in the soul beneath. 
He felt himself to be in the den of a wild 
beast; and he instinctively kept his eye 
fixed on his, both to watch its turns, and 
as if to daunt the savage thoughts that 
he felt were gathering in that mad soul. 

However, he prudently endeavoured 
to soothe the human brute by a show of 
civility; and dissembling as well as he 
could all expression of surprise at meeting 
him — a Dervish — in a Christian chapel, 
he saluted him with the Moslem formula 
of ** Selam ale'ikim /" and waited for the 
answer, ^^Aleikiin selam T which, if with- 
held, is always considered, among the 
Mussulmans themselves, as the indication 
of an unfriendly spirit. 
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The Dervish remained mute for a few 
moments, then muttered something — a 
curse, prohably — between his lips, and 
pointing to a vacant spot on his left hand, 
said in a hollow, ominous voice, which 
seemed to be repeated by the windings of 
the cave, ^^ Autour — Sit down." As he 
spake, his right hand was busy with 
something lying by him on the ground, 
and which, as well as Samuel could make 
out, appeared to be a heavy iron mace, 
studded with spikes, such as some Der- 
vishes are in the habit of carrying about 
v^dth them. Samuel at a glance calcu- 
lated, that if he took his seat on the spot 
pointed out to him, he should be placed 
in the most convenient position for re- 
ceiving the entire weight of that innocent 
bauble upon his skull, at the full swing of 
the Dervish's brawny arm. 

He himself was unarmed, he was afraid 
to accelerate the approaching storm by 
prematurely betraying his suspicions, and 
yet he could not remain unprepared and 
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defenceless within reach of the savage's 
gripe. 

The danger sharpened his wits and 
his resolution. There stood hy the altar 
a large taper of yellow wax, or rather a 
torch, which was used to be lighted on 
particular festivals. He instantly made 
up his mind as to the plan of operations, 
and when the Dervish repeated his invita- 
tion to sit by him in a peremptory tone, 
which betrayed his impatience to get him 
within reach, Samuel replied, with af- 
fected indifference, " Dour^ Bakalum — 
Wait a little, while I give a little more 
light that we may see the better." 

With that he lighted the torch at the 
lamp, keeping still a watchful eye upon the 
Dervish, who, suspecting that the Papas 
was aware of his own evil designs, sud- 
denly sprang up from his seat, and whirl- 
ing his mace over his head, was aiming 
the tremendous weapon at the skull of 
Samuel, when the latter thrust the flam- 
ing torch full into the Dervish's face. 
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His matted beard and mane instantly 
flared up, and frenzied with .the pain, 
and blinded with the smoke and stench, 
he rushed for relief out of the cavern into 
the air, the motion of which only adding 
to the activity of the flame, which now 
communicated to his dress, well saturated 
with a long and undisturbed accumulation 
of native grease, the unhappy man might 
have been mistaken for one of those 
martyrs who, by the ingenious cruelty of 
Nero, were set on fire to serve as lights 
during the night. He ran howling and 
flaring along the ledge of the rock, the 
dark sides of which, suddenly illuminated 
by the extraordinary moving beacon, 
looked like the portico to Tartarus, and 
the Dervish himself like one of the Furies 
broke loose. 

Samuel, still holding the torch in his 
hand, followed to see the result of his 
experiment. He saw the maniac endea- 
vouring, with violent contortions, to tear 
the flaming clothes from his body, while 
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he kept yelling and bellowing with pain, 
like a yictim pent up in the brazen bull 
of Phalaris. 

Presently the Dervish suddenly turned 
back towards the cavern, and with a 
desperate spring rushed on the Papas, as 
if he were suddenly prompted by the hope 
of giving him one hug of vengeance before 
he expired. 

Samuel saw the danger, and to avoid 
it leaped across an arm of the torrent, 
upon a projecting point of rock which 
formed an islet in the mid-channel. 
Thither he was instantly followed by his 
flaming pursuer, whose near approach he 
felt by the increasing heat and light ra- 
diating from him; and he was on the 
point of being involved in the fire of 
his own kindling, when the foot of the 
exhausted Dervish slipping from the rock, 
he fell backwards into the torrent. There 
was a sudden splash and a hissing, bubbling 
noise ; in a moment after, all was darkness 
and silence, except the sighing of the 
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wind and the never-ceasing rush of the 
waters. 

" At last there is an end of that mad- 
man,'' exclaimed Samuel, as he stepped 
down from the rock on which he had 
taken refuge, to recross the stream and 
regain the cavern. It being impossible 
for him to see where he stepped, and the 
bottom being encumbered with large loose 
stones, he was obliged to grope his way 
through the water with caution, and to 
guess the direction he ought to take. The 
free course of the stream being impeded 
at this spot by a splinter of rock, which 
formed a kind of natural dam across its 
bed, the water was collected into a pool 
just deep enough to drown any one who 
should have a fancy so to quit this world 
in a sitting posture. Samuel had no 
sooner found the bottom with his feet, 
than he felt himself impeded by some- 
thing not so hard as stone, and presently 
grasped firmly round the knees by a pair 
of human hands. 
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" This mad Dervish has as many lives 
as a cat/' said Samuel ; " there's no roast- 
ing nor drowning him.'* And he bent 
forward to endeavour to disengage himself 
from the gripe of his amphibious foe, who, 
refreshed and invigorated by the bath, 
had still life, and strength, and rage 
enough to render him as fierce as a 
hungry alligator. Fortunately for Samuel, 
the Dervish was not able to rise to his full 
height; he was prevented by something 
which, in the darkness, he could not per- 
ceive, from raising more than his bust and 
arms above the water ; and when he 
stretched his hands out to liberate his 
knees, he felt a bald head and a beardless 
chin bobbing up and down in the water, 
and then his own fingers fastly locked 
between the teeth of the invisible jaws. 
Samuel groaned with pain. Luckily, his 
right hand was free. With it he fastened 
on the gullet of his enemy, and pressed so 
hard that the jaws were obliged to relax 
their hold of the other hand. Samuel then 
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fastened on his throat with both hands, 
and forced the head back under the water, 
where he kept it till he felt the hands 
round his own knees gradually loosen 
their hold, and the body no longer give 
signs of animation. 

All this, passing in utter darkness, was 
necessarily matter of conjecture to the 
sturdy Papas, who, as soon as he felt 
himself free from his invisible antagonist, 
waded back through the water towards 
the grotto, the door of which, after groping 
about for some time, he at length found ; 
but, to his utter astonishment, it was again 
closed against him. This disappointment, 
wet, fatigued, and agitated as he was with 
the conflict he had but just gone through, 
was too great for even a Papas to bear 
with unruffled meekness ; and Samuel 
vented his ill-humour aloud, in expres- 
sions not entirely befitting his reverend 
profession. 

" Shaitan himself must be abroad to- 
night I O isu&oKog vcc rov Tugf] I — The deuce 
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take him I No sooner is one of his imps 
knocked on the head, than some other 
rises up to worry an honest man. Surely 
that horrid Dervish can't have given me 
the slip, and got back into his old place ?** 

Poor Samuel, naturally stout-hearted 
though he was, was now actually beginning 
to feel enough alarmed not to venture 
upon again forcing his way back into 
that gloomy cavern, which his fancy now 
peopled with mad, flaming dervishes. He 
cautiously applied his eye to the cranny 
of the door ; but all he could make out 
by the faint light of the lamp, which was 
still burning, was, that there seemed to 
have been some change made in the posi- 
tion of the furniture of the altar, on which 
he thought he could distinguish a Papas* 
skullcap. 

While he was yet peeping, and straining 
his eyes to the utmost, he fancied he heard 
some one breathing on the other side of 
the door. He listened with all his ears. 
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and presently heard a voice in a sup- 
pressed under-tone : — 

** Is it you ? Are you alone ? " 

" Yes, to be sure, " answered Samuel, 
whose alarms instantly vanished, but 
not his doubts as to who the speaker 
might be. ** Who else can it be but I ? 
But who are you?" asked he in his 
turn. 

** Eya; g/jM»a/ — I, to be sure," replied 
the voice. " But are you quite alone ? 
Are vou certain that that anathematised 
mad Turk is not at your heels again ?** 

" Come, no more of your childish ques- 
tions,*' said Samuel. " Let me in at once, 
for I am perishing of cold. I hope you 
have some of the good old rackee to 
warm me." 

By this time Papa Gregori had un- 
barred the door, and opened it just wide 
enough to let Samuel pass, which was no 
sooner done than he again shut it, and 
then immediately disappeared behind the 




PHOTO THE suliote;. 183 

screen already mentioned, and presently 
returned dragging after him a heap of fir 
fagots, which, having placed in a con- 
venient recess of the cavern, he presently 
set fire to : and not long after had a 
cheering cup of hot coffee ready to pre- 
sent to his guest, who, during these pre- 
parations, had thrown himself on a bed of 
leaves and rushes in another niche of the 
cavern. 

While these two members of the 
Church were sipping their exhilarating 
and innocent beverage, they came to a 
mutual explanation respecting the events 
of the day, in the following dialogue : — 

Samuel began — " Tell me, brother, 
where did you contrive to bestow yourself 
so very quietly while that two-legged candle 
was cutting those capers? But, first of 
all, how did the vermin find his way into 
this hole ? '' 

P. **After you and I parted at the foun- 
tain, when you were going up to Kalary tes, 
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I saw the man seated under the great 
plane-tree, saying his prayers. There 
was something in his look which caused 
me a misgiving ahout him. I suspect he 
overheard what we had been talking about. 
Madmen, you know, are cunning and mis- 
chievous ; but a mad Dervish is the devil 
himself. 1 affected not to take notice of 
him, and made the best of my way here. 
Imagine my alarm when, on reaching the 
grotto, I saw him at some distance behind 
me, like a dog tracking a partridge. I 
had but one resource, which was, to hide 
myself in the passages, where I trusted he 
never could trace me; and I mounted 
myself on that point yonder of the rock, 
whence I could look down on him and 
watch all his movements, without being 
discovered bv him. He soon arrived ; 
and having looked around as if seeking 
me, he began to curse and swear, and to 
kick about everything that lay in his way, 
calling out on the vile Papas to come out. 
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that he might have the pleasure of knock- 
ing out his brains, and defying all the 
Guiaoors on earth to come and fight him. 
You may suppose I felt no stomach to put 
myself within reach of his great club. At 
last the brute got tired of bawling and 
fretting, and sitting himself down, he laid 
aside his cloak, with his cap, and some of 
his Dervish baubles, and soon after fell 
into a stupor, from which your arrival 
aroused him. He first took care to fasten 
the door, to prevent my escape from his 
clutches ; and, to say the truth, if you had 
not come to my rescue, I should have passed 
but a wretched night, seated on that sharp 
comer." 

**I have not to thank you, adhelphe^^^ 
observed Samuel, rather sorely, " for com- 
ing to mine ; but what is done is done. 
1 must be on my way to my work by day- 
light. That mad fellow's cloak and cap 
will suit my purpose well. We'll settle 
what there's yet to be done after I have 
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had my sleep out. Good night I If that 
Dervish turns up again, you'll please to 
settle accounts with him ; I have had more 
than my share already." 
** Good night/' 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

The first rays of the sun were gilding the 
minarets of loannina when Angelica and 
her escort entered the town. 

It was on the second morning which 
followed the conversazione at the Pasha's 
serai, related in a former chapter, and 
nothing was talked of in the hazaar but 
the approaching execution of the young 
Kako - Suliote, Photo, the son of the 
famous Lambro Tzavella. 

In the good old times of Turkish sway 
in Greece, before the plain, straight-for- 
ward Mussulman notions of right and 
wrong were unsophisticated by the modern 
refinements of civilisation, the decapitation 
or strangulation of a rayah was so com- 
mon an occurrence as hardly to excite an 
interest, except among the immediate re- 
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lations of the victim, who themselves were 
inclined to view those modes of departure 
from this world as among the every-day 
casualties which, in their bills of mortality, 
rank under the general head of natural 
death ; and the operation was so expedi- 
tious, so unencumbered with the formal 
apparatus which makes of an execution 
among us ceremonious Frenguis a public 
event and a spectacle, that it was a chance 
whether any rumour was heard of it before 
it had become 2. fait accompli^ when the 
distinction between the de facto and the 
dejure points of the case was a nicety no 
longer worth discussing. 

However, the case of Photo was an 
exception to the general rule of indif- 
ference. Several circumstances combined 
to make his fate an object of more than 
ordinary interest to the inhabitants of 
loannina. The fame of Kako-Suli, con- 
sidered as the last remaining bulwark of 
Greek independence, and the reputation 
for personal bravery enjoyed by its hardy 
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defenders against the attempts of the 
Turkish power, always attracted the pub- 
lic notice to any individual belonging to 
that Klephtic race, and the consciousness 
of this gave to the Suliotes themselves — 
even to their children — a certain freedom 
of carriage and superior air which con- 
firmed the popular impression.* 

With respect to young Tzavella, the 
incidents of his captivity, of his escape, 
and of his recapture, had occupied every 
tongue for the last two days. His ap- 
parent abandonment by his own father — 
his youth and his personal appearance, — 
of which wonders were spoken by the 
women, who had caught a glimpse of him 
in the street as he was conducted from 
the Bishop's to the Guard-house — the 
reports that had got abroad of his cou- 
rageous bearing before the Vezir — all this 
inflamed the curiosity of the Greeks to see 
how he would stand the last test. The 
rumour, too, that he was to have the 
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190 PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 

altemative proposed to him of saving his 
head by wearing the kaook, added zest to 
that sentiment, which, on this point, was 
mixed with a considerable feeling of anx- 
iety, in which the national amour propre 
was not unconcerned, — that the Catholic 
Christian, a title in which the orthodox 
Greeks rejoice, should not degrade the 
common faith by a base apostasy. 

At the hour at which it was reported 
that Photo was to be led out to his execu- 
tion, the bazaar was deserted, the shops 
were shut, and all, buyers and sellers, 
forgetting for a moment the petty gains 
and losses of time, hurried in crowds to 
witness the passage of a fellow -mortal 
across the invisible threshold which sepa- 
rates us all from eternity. 

Many were, however, disappointed in 
their expectations of being admitted to 
the tragic sight. It did not suit the 
crafty Pasha*s policy to risk an exhibition 
which might defeat its purpose. 

The object he never lost sight of was, 
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the subjugation of Suli and the annihila- 
tion of its brave people. 

To degrade the Suliotes in the estima- 
tion of the world, by whom they were held 
invincible, was one of the means to which 
he looked for success ; for until he did so 
he despaired of prevailing on the other 
Albanian tribes to engage in the dan- 
gerous enterprise of another assault upon 
those formidable fastnesses, defended by 
such men. 

It would, then, be no inconsiderable 
triumph to exhibit the son of Lambro 
Tzavella quailing before his power, and 
consenting to redeem his life by an igno- 
minious act of cowardice. 

But although Al^ might aflfect to treat 
and speak of the youth as a dastard who 
would turn pale at the foot of the stake, 
and cling to any chance of escape from 
death or suffering, the tyrant had seen 
and felt that in the bearing and counte- 
nance of the brave boy which gave the lie 
to the calumnious imputation. 
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Aly therefore determined that the trial 
he proposed to make of the young moun- 
taineer's constancy should not he in the 
presence of the promiscuous public. He 
reflected, that the very consciousness of 
being made a spectacle to the multitude 
might give his hapless victim additional 
courage. He should thus be only pre- 
paring a triumph for his enemies, whilst 
the absence of such excitement would, 
perhaps, subdue the boy's spirit, and at 
all events, by admitting none but chosen 
and interested witnesses to the scene, he 
would have it in his power to represent 
the result in the colour best suited to his 
purpose. 

It was after a deliberate ponderation of 
all the reasons suggested by the nice cal- 
culations of an intense selfishness to an 
intellect unobscured by the prejudices of 
conscience, and unsoftened by any weak 
aflfections, — the beou ideal of the utili- 
tarian theorv as embodied and carried 
out in the practice of infernal spirits — 
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that Al^ on the morrow of the dialogue 
already related, issued his orders for the 
arrangements respecting Photo's execu- 
tion on the following day. 

The spot selected for the scene was 
well suited to the tragedy which he medi- 
tated. 

At the extremity of the abrupt rocky 
promontory jutting forth into the lake 
of loannina, the platform of which was 
occupied by the Vezir's serai' and its 
dependencies, there stood, or rather was 
tumbling down, a small mosque^ which, 
being no more in use, had from long 
neglect been suffered to fall into decay. 
The gallery of the ruined minaret had 
for some years past ceased to resound 
with the chant of the Muezzin, who was 
now replaced by a noisy rattle-billed 
stork, whose massive nest was seen over- 
hauging the broken parapet, while a 
grave and reverend owl had succeeded 
to the Imam in the possession of the 
interior of the dilapidated building, of 
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which the darker comers were tenanted 
by a noiseless congregation of bats, and 
the mouldering dank pavement enlivened 
by swarms of scorpions. 

The level plateau between the mosque 
and the outer walls of the serai, partially 
shaded by two or three ancient cypresses, 
and obstructed by a few tombs, also in 
ruins, the monuments of a forgotten 
generation, afforded just sufficient space 
for the witnesses of the deed, which was 
to add one more to the tenants of the 
grave. 

The uniformity of the serai wall, which 
on one side bounded this plateau, was 
broken by a strong round tower, the 
outer segment of which advanced be- 
yond the line which it seemed meaint 
to defend by a rude piece of ordnance 
placed upon its battlements. On the 
crest there was a small summer kiosk, 
which commanded a view of the town 
and lake, and all the surrounding coun- 
try. It so immediately overlooked the 
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spot just described, that not amovemeDt of 
any living creature that might be there, 
or in the plain beyond, could escape the 
observation of a spectator seated in it. 

The sun had already surmounted the 
eastern hills, and dispersed the dark 
shadows projected across the lake, whose 
still waters slept beneath the bare and 
rugged slope of Mount Mitzikel. A 
transparent veil of fleecy vapours, just 
concealing the brightness of his glorious 
orb, imparted a softer influence to the 
straggling beams which here and there 
shot through " a little eye of heaven, 
calling up the lark to his matins," and 
awakening all, but the guilty and the 
desolate, to life and gladness. 

It was one of those delicious spring 
mornings, when the mere consciousness 
of existence is a positive luxury, filling 
the heart with gladness, and lifting it 
heavenwards with exultant gratitude to 
the Source of all blessings. 
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It was at the sweet hour of prime of 
such a day that Photo the Suliote was 
led out from his solitary cell to die. 

Before his arrival at the scene of his 
destined suffering, the official witnesses, 
who had heen summoned hy the Vezir, 
had taken their places. A few specta- 
tors admitted by his express permission, 
mingled with others whose curiosity im- 
pelled them to encounter the risk of heing 
driven back with blows, or worse treat- 
ment, stood in knots behind the privileged 
few, who were seated on carpets spread 
on the ground, beneath the cypresses near 
the old mosque. In front of these a 
space was left vacant for the doomed 
one, whose coming was announced by 
the moving to and fro of the waves of 
the crowd, which filled the approaches 
to the scene of suffering. 

A few minutes after, Pholo stood in 
the midst, his hands fastened by a chain, 
of which his jailer Mustafa held the end 
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with his left hand, while in his right he 
brandished the butcheriy yatagan. 

Surely the poor lad might be forgiven 
if, as he was quitting the warm precincts 
of the life he had hardly tasted, he cast 
one longing, lingering look behind, and 
that his heart sank within him at the 
thought which now overcame him with 
sickening sway, that he had been aban- 
doned to his fate by the act of his own 
father and mother, without one effort to 
save him. He looked anxiously round, 
seeking some friendly look from which 
to gather courage for the coming con- 
flict with the king of terrors; but he 
sought in vain. The good Bishop Ig- 
natios, one word from whose lips had 
been sufficient to inspire him with the 
ardour of a martyr, was not there. 

This absence of his only friend, the 
only incident wanting to complete the 
desolateness of his position, chilled poor 
Photo's heart to stone. He gave him- 
self up to the reckless indifference of 



198 PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 

despair, and turned his eyes from the 
crowd which he no longer heeded, up- 
wards to heaven, with a look which ex- 
pressed the intense yearning of his soul 
for its quick release from the miseries 
of earth. 

A jerk of his chain hy Mustafa, harshly 
reminded him of the fetters hy which his 
hody was confined ; and, accompanied by 
as harsh a command to listen, recalled 
the captive's attention from his own in- 
ward communings to the presence in 
which he was standing. 

The official personages whom he now 
perceived grouped together, and appa- 
rently in consultation on his fate, were 
the MoUah, the Cadi, and several of the 
Ayans, or Moslem notables of loannina, 
whom the Vezir affected sometimes to 
call into his council, when it suited his 
purpose to throw on them the responsi- 
bility or the odium of any of his deeds. 
Like other autocrats, Aly, who piqued 
himself on being a politic man, was fain 
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to disguise his cruelties with a varnish of 
legality. On this occasion he was de- 
sirous to combine the gratification of his 
malevolence towards the Suliote race, 
with the exhibition of his zeal for Islam, 
before the orthodox believers, who had 
been sorely scandalized by the reports 
spread of the blasphemies uttered, un- 
rebuked, in his Highness's presence, by 
a Rayah, a Guiaoor, and a **Philo- 
souph.'* 

The little Dhidhaskalos designated by 
this triple title was among the number 
of the spectators, but prudently took up 
a position out of sight of the turbaned 
authorities, whence he could watch every 
movement of the brave youth. 

Fsilidhi's curiosity was impatient for the 
issue of the episcopal prediction as to Pho- 
to's bearing in this awful moment ; and he 
looked on with the interest of one attend- 
ing an experiment in chemistry or galvan- 
ism, with a most impartial indifference as 
to the feelings or sensations of the subject 
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experimented upon. His own conviction, 
that no rational being could be so blinded 
by the bigotry of faith as to accept of 
death, when he might avoid it by merely 
exchanging a skullcap for a turban, for- 
bad his contemplating the possibility of 
presently seeing the headless trunk of a 
fellow-creature quivering on the ground 
before him; and this may excuse the 
Professor from the charge of inhu- 
manity. 

In front of Photo, and in an obse- 
quious attitude, and a pace or two in 
advance of the sitting group, stood the 
renegade Mehemet Effendi, concealing 
as well as he could beneath the assumed 
gravity of the Osmanli the anxious, rest- 
less emotions of a soul degraded, yet still 
conscious, of its own indignity. At his 
feet was a bundle, apparently containing 
a suit of apparel in the Mahometan 
fashion, as might be judged by the 
shape of a kaook, which was distin- 
guishable under the wrapper enclosing 
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the whole. Near him stood the Pasha's 
Greek secretary, holding in his hand a 
paper, which at a motion from the Cadi 
he respectfully delivered to the latter, 
who ceremoniously handed it over to 
the Mollah. 

When this grave and solemn digni- 
tary had perused the document, it was 
passed round in turn to the Ayans, and 
then returned to the Cadi, who, putting 
on his spectacles, read with an audihle 
voice, the huyurdee, or edict of the Vezir, 
to the following effect : — 

" It has been declared to us, that one of 
the Rayahs of our Sovereign Lord the 
Sultan, by name Photo Tzavella, of the 
district of Suli, having formally made his 
profession of the true faith of Islam in the 
presence of competent witnesses, did sub- 
sequently deny the same, and blasphe- 
mously and contemptuously revile the 
name of our most Holy Prophet, on whom 
be blessing. Now we command you the 
MoUah, Cadi, and Ayans of this our resi- 
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dence of loannina, to examine into the 
matter ; and if ye shall report that the 
above accusation is unfounded, of which 
his open profession of the true faith in 
your presence shall be considered sufficient 
proof, well ; — if not, let him die the death 
due to those who are guilty of the crime 
of departing from the true faith." 

While this ceremony was being per- 
formed. Photo, whose ignorance of the 
Turkish language, in which the paper 
was drawn up, prevented his compre- 
hending its import, cast his eyes beyond 
the throng which surrounded him. His 
attention was arrested by the figure of one 
who stood apart from the rest, near 
the corner of the Mosque, in such a 
position as to be out of sight of the 
inhabitants of the kiosk on the battle- 
ments. The -high-pointed cap and flowing 
locks and beard marked him out for a 
Dervish. Photo perceived that the man'a 
eyes were fixed on himself with a scruti- 
nising glance, but of such doubtful expres- 
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sion, that had his mind been sufficiently 
at ease to analyse it, he could not have 
determined whether it indicated sympathy 
or malevolence ; yet, while he looked, he 
would have fancied the face was not un- 
known to him, except that Dervishes were 
a race he never had dealt with. Still 
there was a fascination in that piercing 
eye, which so absorbed the youth's atten- 
tion, that another harsh tug at his chain, 
administered by his truculent jailer, was 
required to recall his mind to the business 
of which he was the subject-matter. 

** Anladimme f — Hast thou compre- 
hended ?" said the Cadi, addressing him- 
self to the accused, when he had finished 
the reading of the buyurd^e. 

Photo looked towards the dispenser of 
justice, as if guessing at what was meant, 
but made no reply. 

** Do you understand — KocrocKa^Bg ? ** 
interrupted his jailer in Greek, striking 
him at the same time with the pommel of 
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his yatagan, to enforce attention to the 
question, 

** Karocka^oc — I understand/' "said the 
youth fiercely, while indignation suddenly 
flashed from his soul's eyes at heing sub- 
jected to a blow from such a hand, without 
being instantly able to resent it. ^^ I have 
comprehended, Butcher ; do ^thy work of 
slaughter without more ado." 

Here the Cadi interposed, saying to 
Mustafa, — " Yavash, yavash I — Softly, 
softly, friend, your turn is not come yet. 
Explain to the child," continued he, ad- 
dressing himself to the Grammatikos, who 
stood behind the group of councillors. 
** Explain the buyurd^e to him. He does 
not understand. Here, take it, and inter- 
pret our master's commands." 

The Grammatikos, who owed the bully 
a grudge for the contempt with which he 
had been treated by him on a former occa- 
sion, took the paper, and placing it respect- 
fully to his lips and forehead, advanced a 
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pace towards Photo, and read it in Greek. 
Having done so, he continued in the same 
tone, as if still reading, so as not to attract 
the attention of the rest, — 

** M&fge ahhpl,* — You foolish boy, follow 
the advice of a friend ; don't be obstinate, 
but accept the way of escape offered you 
by this our master*s buyurd^e." At 
these words, he raised his voice, to make 
it sound to the audience like the ofiScial 
ending of the document. 

Photo listened to the whole in silence. 
The only indication given of his heeding 
the assertion of his double apostasy was a 
smile of ineffable contempt, to which, when 
the Grammatikos had finished speaking, 
he gave vent in these words, raising his 
voice so that all might hear : — 

**'SP'gt;/xa7a oKa irouru — These are all lies! 
I spit upon your faith! I was baptized 
a Christian, and a Christian I will die. 
So, let your master — not mine — do his 

• FtcfeNoie. 
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worst. KvgtB iksfjffotf — Kvgn sksfjeroyl — ^Kjrrie 
eleyson I Lord have mercy upon me I " 
And the poor lad sought, with an impas- 
sioned yet resigned glance, cast upward 
to the serene heaven ahove, the strength 
he wanted in this his hour of need. 

At this moment the Dervish came for- 
ward, and addressing himself to the seated 
authorities, said — *^ Let me speak a word 
to this mad young fool. Til bring him 
to his senses/' And he strode forward, 
brandishing his mace with a furious 
gesture, as if to let it fall on Photo's 
head. 

Mustafa, thinking that the victim he 
had so anxiously watched the moment 
of immolating to his long-gathered hatred 
was about to be snatched from - him, 
could no longer forbear his vengeance. 
He dropped the chain which he had been 
clutching, and, twisting his hand in the 
youth's long locks, which floated behind 
him, pulled back his head with a jerk. 
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which exposed his throat full to the knife 
which the caitiff flourished over his head, 
while he glared on him with the eye of a 
fiend. 

At that instant a pistol-shot was heard, 
and the haffled executioner was seen to 
fall lifeless at the feet of his intended 
victim, whom he dragged down with him 
to the ground, slippery with his own 
. hlood. At this unexpected catastrophe 
the council broke up in consternation 
and alarm, no one daring to utter to his 
neighbour a surmise as to the author 
of it. 

But of the spectators of the scene, as 
they were all hurrying away from the spot, 
one inquired in a whisper of another near 
him, whether he had not seen a faint 
flash and a thread of white smoke issue 
from the kiosk on the battlements ? 

The question was hastily answered by 
— *'No; I neither saw nor heard any- 
thing. I know nothing." 
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The reader must be content' to share 
the ignorance of the wary Greek until the 
explanation, which he may expect to find 
in a subsequent chapter, shall throw light 
upon the mystery. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

After a wearisome night's journey, under 
the escort of the faithful hut grumhling 
Christodhoulo and his hride, Angelica 
reached the skirts of loannina just as the 
sun's first rays touched with light the 
white walls of the serai'/ 

As every step hrought her nearer and 
nearer to the presence of its redoubtahle 
master, a vague apprehension of the dan- 
gers she was about exposing herself to 
overcame her resolution, and filled her 
with such terror that she had nearly aban- 
doned it in despair, when, at the turning 
of a street, she found herself Iborne away 
in the stream of the people^ who were 
hurrying towards the scene of the trans- 
action described in the last chapter. 
There was a constant buzz of anxious 
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conversation carried on by the crowd, in 
which, instead of the usual words, para- 
dhSs, groschia, that is, pounds, shillings, 
or pence, and such-like, indicating that 
intentness on gain, the characteristic and 
topic of all mankind in all the streets and 
market-places of every city in the world, 
Ancrelica cau^^ht the name of Photo Tza- 
vella, coupled with expressions of compas- 
sion and curiosity as to his approaching 
execution. The sound instantly riveted 
her attention. All alarms for herself va- 
nished. Perceiving a group of women in 
earnest conversation apart from the rest, 
in a recess of the bazaar which she had 
now reached, Angelica approached it, and 
dismounting from her mule, and stopping 
as close as she dared near the speakers, 
under pretence of giving the patient beast 
a feed of chopped straw from a bag sus- 
pended at the saddle-bow, she held her 
breath while she listened to their dialogue. 
** Where is the poor lamb to be slaugh- 
tered, after all?" said a young mother, 
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having in her arms a child, which she 
pressed shudderingly to her hosom as she 
asked the question. 

** Nohody knows," answered another. 
** Some say it will be in the Great Court 
in front of the serai ; others, that it will 
be near that old mosque at the back." 

"Is he to be burnt alive?*' asked a 
third. 

** Probably impaled,** replied a fourth. 

Here a fifth added — " However and 
wherever it may be, if that bloody butcher 
Mustafa presides, I warrant you hell not 
let the brave boy off for one atom of the 
torture it is the executioner's office to 
inflict. He owes the young Suliote too 
deep a grudge. My husband saw him 
brought before the Lal^, and says that 
St. George himself could not have behaved 
more bravelv." 

Angelica did not wait to hear out the 
conversation. She felt that every mo- 
ment's delay diminished the chances of 
saving the life of a fellow-creature ; and 
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she reproached herself with the cowardice 
that for a moment had damped her first 
heroic resolve to run all personal hazards 
in the attempt to redeem her husband 
from captivity, and, with that, to snatch 
from Al^'s wolfish fangs the poor lamb, 
whose peril now inspired her with a deeper 
sympathy than, perhaps, in the innocence 
of her chaste heart, she was conscious of. 

Leaving, therefore, the cattle to the 
care of Christodhoulo, and whispering a 
word in the ear of Arghyrousa, she har- 
ried forward with the crowd towards the 
serai, and presently found herself at the 
foot of the grand staircase, where was 
stationed the burly old Tschao6sh, Shish- 
man Suleyman. 

He stopped her as she was about ascend- 
ing the steps. ^^ What business hast thou 
here, woman?** he asked, "This is not 
the way to the harem," 

Angelica firmly but modestly replied, 
that her business was with the Vezir 
himself ; it was very urgent ; and inquired 
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how she might gain admittance to his 
Highness immediately. 

The Turk looked at the inquirer with 
as much astonishment as ever can he 
expressed hy any individual of that apa- 
thetic race; hut there was something in 
the sound of her voice, and in the maimer 
of her address, which touched his Cer- 
herean heart, for, instead of rudely repels 
ling her, he said in a kindly voice — " My 
little woman, this is a very early hour to 
seek an audience of the Vezir. His High- 
ness is hardly yet out of the Hammam. 
Thou must have very pressing business to 
bring thee here so soon. Sit down on 
that stool ; " and he pushed one towards 
her with his foot. " Thou look'st tired, 
child. What canst thou have to say to 
the Vezir?'' 

** I have nothing to say to his Highness,'* 
discreetly replied' Angelica. **I am charged 
to deliver into his own hands, and to none 
else, a letter of consequence. It is from 
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Kyr Nik61a Tanko. I am his wife,'' she 
added, in the hope that it would gain her 
a readier admission. 

** His widow, thou meanest,^ replied Sa- 
leyman, with imperturhahle gravity, *'for 
all loannina knows what has befallen 
him ; how that the Klephtes cut off his 
nose, — no great morsel, to be sure, — and 
his ears, and then made kibab of the rest 
of him. At least, that's the news in the 
bazaar." 

Poor Angelica shuddered at hearing 
this dreadful rumour, although the paper 
she held in her hand gave tangible proof 
of its falsehood ; but it made her only 
the more anxiously eager to avert so fatal 
a catastrophe. So, suppressing her disgust 
at the utter indifference with which the 
unfeeling official had mentioned to her her 
husband's reported tragic end, she calmly 
repeated her request to be conducted with- 
out more delay to the Vezir's presence. 

** Well, if it be so," said Suleyman, " I 
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will see what's to be done for thee. Come 
up with me into the gallery, and wait 
awhile," 

AngeUca followed his lead, trying to 
make herself hard against the dreaded 
yet earnestly desired interview. 

After a few minutes of suspense, during 
which the Tschao6sh had ascertained from 
a page that the Vezir was in the kiosk, 
and that' information had been given him 
that Yanko's wife demanded an audience 
of his Highness, Angelica was told that 
** the Master" commanded her to be con- 
ducted into his presence instantly. 

A winding stair within the wall of the 
tower led to the den into which she was 
presently thrust, and left alone with its 
dread occupant. 

" Well, woman, why standest thou shi- 
vering and shaking there? Thou hast 
a letter for me. Where is it? Quick I 
Give it me 1 " 

The harsh, shrill tone in which these 
words were addressed to the poor young 
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creature, now, for the first time, tite-^tite 
with the man of three tails, formed a hor- 
rid concord with the atrocious expression 
at that moment stamped on Al^s comite- 
nance hy the murder-meditating thoughts 
of the demon soul beneath. It burst upon 
Angelica's ear like the first crackle of 
thunder from one of those black inky 
blots in the sky, which make the appalled 
spectator, suddenly overtaken in a shelter- 
less desert by the storm, despair of ever 
again seeing pure daylight. She felt 
stunned, and stood motionless with fright 
near the door by which she had been 
introduced. 

The Pasha's impatience was now at the 
boiling point, and bubbled all the more 
furiously, because the figure he saw before 
him presented none of those attractions 
which have been known to soothe the 
most untamable beasts into a temporary 
lull of their savage nature. 

Whatever were the graces of form and 
feature possessed by Angelica, they were 
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at that moment as entirely concealed from 
the eye as the lovely proportions of the 
Venus of Melos were, in the rough block 
of Parian marble, before being shaped into 
life by the statuary's chisel. 

She, who might have served as a model 
for the youngest of the Graces, now stood 
before the impatient autocrat a shapeless 
bundle. Who that has ever had the mis^ 
fortune to witness the ungainly gait and 
shuffling in-toed pace of one of those spe- 
cimens of Jive luggage, as may be seen 
waddling along the streets of any Turkish 
town, wrapped up in that most graceless 
of integuments, the fer^j6, could fancy it 
inhabited by the female form divine ? 

Such, and so bundle-like, appeared poor 
Angelica, as she then stood petrified before 
the Pasha. 

^* Cast off thy veil, and step forward, 
thou stupid old hag, if thou hast legs to 
step with I ** 

This second command, repeated in a 
still harsher and more imperious tone 
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than the first, aroused the unhappy 
woman to a sense — a most painful one — 
of her defenceless condition ; and, terri- 
fied lest her further hesitation should 
bring down upon her some dreadful explo- 
sion of violence, she put aside her veil, 
walked with a hurried step towards the 
Yezir, and as, kneeling before him, she 
reached out the letter which she took 
from her girdle, her loose cumbrous 
mantle slipt from her shoulders, and dis- 
played, for the first time to Al;^*s sight, 
the face and figure of Yanko's lovely 
wife. 

** The lying varlet ! he shall pay me for 
this," was the exclamation which escaped 
Al^^s lips, in an under-tone too low to be 
distinctly heard by Angelica, as he fixed 
his eyes upon her with an expression, in 
which surprise and gloating admiration 
were blended in a manner to make all 
the blood incarnadine her modest cheek, 
which as instantly became deadly pale 
with alarm, at that cruel, sensual gaze« 
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Al;^'s surprise at the beauty of An- 
gelica is accounted for by what the 
reader has been akeady told of the re- 
ports spread by the wily Vlackh respect- 
ing his marriage with the orphan daugh- 
ter of Agathopoulo, misreprTsenting her 
to his master as a poor, sickly, ill-fa- 
voured, deformed creature, good enough 
for such an humble slave as himself, but 
not fit to be looked at by his High- 
ness. As for her understanding, it was 
of the common run, just suited to make 
a useful wife for his purpose, who (de- 
voted as all his time was to the service 
of his Highness) only required 9, female 
domesticated animal, to wash him, cook 
him, and mend him. This misrepresent- 
ation, supported by the offering of a 
certain portion of the helpless orphan's 
dower in the shape of a douceur to the 
Satrap, secured the object of his rascal 
agent, who, till the present occurrence, had 
studiously kept his lovely wife secluded 
amid the rocks and waterfalls of Kalar;^tes, 
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to prevent the cheat coming to the know- 
ledge of his master. 

Surely, if ever wife could he justified 
in resenting the haseness of an unworthy 
hushand's conduct, it would have heen 
the hapless Angelica, thus betrayed by a 
shameless bargain, without any will of 
hers, into the power of him who ought to 
have been her protector against the rapa- 
city of others. But she did not so under- 
stand the obligations and privileges which 
belong to that sacred name. Her wifely 
faith had been, in evil hour, under the 
belief, produced by insidious arts, that 
she was obeying her dying father's will, 
plighted at the altar. From that moment 
her fidelity to him she called her husband 
was based upon and secured by the prin* 
ciple of unswerving duty, that salt of life 
which can alone preserve from corruption 
and decay the mere impulses of feeling. 

Far, then, from feeling any exultation 
at attracting, as she was too painfully con- 
scious she did, the passionate gaze of the 
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highest personage in the land, Angelica 
shrank from it with an artless native 
modesty, that only served to heighten her 
beauty, showing it to be but the reflected 
light of a chaste and virtuous soul. 

Do or look how she would, it was im- 
possible for her to make herself look ugly. 
Her beauty was like that of the diamond 
or the ruby ; set it however meanly or 
coarsely you may, its native lustre cannot 
be dimmed. 

So there she remained, trembling with 
the consciousness of her own fatal loveli- 
ness as of a guilty act to be ashamed of. 

**This paper is from thy husband?)^ 
said Al^ at last, while he slowly unfolded 
it, still keeping his eyes fixed upon 
Angelica. 

" So he told me who gave it me, Ef- 
fendim," she timidly replied. 

** Bakalum^^ said he, as, now perusing 
with some difficulty the much-crumpled 
epistle, he at length became authentically 
informed of the manner and motive of 
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Yanko's abductioD, and was no less au- 
thentically assured that the only condition 
on which the redemption of that worthy 
agent of his could be secured was, the 
immediate release of Photo Tzavella. 

" Who was it that gave you this pre- 
cious paper?" sharply and abruptly asked 
the Vezir, as he raised his keen eye from 
the letter to Angelica's face. 

Angelica, remembering the parting in- 
junction of the unknown messenger, felt 
embarrassed what reply to make. Al;^ 
observed her confusion ; but before she 
had time to speak, the sound of an unusual 
^movement, and of confused voices, sud- 
denly arrested his attention. He impa- 
tiently flung open the lattice that had 
concealed from his view the crowd beneath^ 
at the instant that Mustafa was about to 
inflict the fatal blow which, in cutting 
short the thread of the Suliote hostage's 
life, would have deranged more than one 
thread in the web of his oppressor's 
schemes. 
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It did not suit his purpose that the 
hlow should be struck at that moment. 
But how stop in time the fall of the 
butcherly yatagan, wielded as it was by a 
wretch frenzied with the thirst of his 
victim's bloody and blind and deaf to 
every object around him ? 

A loaded pistol, which lay on the couch 
by Al5^*s side, suggested and furnished 
the readiest means of conveying to his 
too-prompt headsman the needful hint to 
stay his hand ; and in the next instant, a 
bullet, lodged in the Turk's skull with 
unerring aim, practically enforced the 
maxim recommended to all subordinate 
officials, *^ Surtout point de zSle." 

** The stupid dolt ! " muttered the marks- 
man, as he saw the man fall, when, turning 
to repeat the question he had just put to 
Angelica, he perceived her stretched at his 
feet on the floor, as pale and still as death. 
One glance through the opened lattice 
had given her a sight of Photo at the 
instant he fell, dragged to the ground by 
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the sudden £dl of his executioner. The 
sight overpowered her, and she swooned 
with terror. 

''This must not he,* exclaimed Al^, 
who felt too much interested, for more 
reasons than cme, to leave his fair visitmr 
without help at such a critical monmit. 
The kiosk where she lay was at the end 
of a long, narrow gallery, which connected 
it with the harem, and into which ncme 
of the ordinary attendants of the Vezir 
were allowed to mtrude without his ex- 
press orders. He hurried forth to call 
assistance for the Kyra Tanko, and to 
give the directions rendered necessary hy 
the unforeseen emergency which had sud- 
denly arisen, to modify his determination 
as to the final disposal of Photo. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 

Among the crowd of curious spectators 
who had flocked to the execution of Photo 
was Yorgaki, the Bishop of Arta's non- 
combatant Palikari. His master had sent 
him to be witness of the sad sight, and to 
bring him a report of the result. He 
himself had been expressly forbidden by 
Al^ from holding any intercourse with 
the condemned youths after the tatter's 
removal from the serai' to his prison^ as 
related in a former chapter. 

It was with no little anxiety that Ig- 
natios waited the return of his Palikari ; 
and his anxiety rose into impatience when 
he perceiyed from his seat near the lattice 
which oyerlooked the principal thorough- 
fare of the town, that the streets which 
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had been deserted since the early morning 
were again becoming thronged with pas- 
sengers : — yet no Yorgaki appeared. 

At length, however, he did appear, and 
stood before his right reverend master. 

** Well, Yorgaki," said the Bishop, 
** tell me all about it. What did you see ? 
How did the poor orphan behave at the 
last?" 

Now, if the truth must be told, Yor- 
gaki could speak to very little purpose 
as an eye-witness of the transaction he 
had been sent expressly to see, inasmuch 
as he had, in fact, seen nothing — except 
the backs of those of the outermost crowd 
who had not ventured within the circle of 
privileged spectators. But he made up 
for the lack of information not received 
through the sense of sight by the abun- 
dance of his own crude conjectures, woven 
out of the contradictory gossip which 
poured into his ears in opposite streams^ 
as he took his way back through the 
bazaar. 



PHOTO THE SULIOTE. . 227 

Yorgaki replied by a vague, circum- 
locutory repetition of all he had heard, or 
fancied he had heard, concluding with the 
fact that Photo's life had been spared, 
because he had cried, ^^Amdnl amdn! 
— Mercy I mercy ! *' and had turned 
Turk, 

At the announcement of this unex- 
pected apostasy, the good Bishop was 
overwhelmed with grief. In the anguish 
of his wounded spirit he groaned aloud, 
and passionately exclaimed, — 

" Unhappy boy 1 would God he had 
died ! Oh ! if I had been there ! . . . . 
Poor, wretched child !"•... 

Ignatios was so absorbed in the sad 
and depressing thoughts caused by the 
sudden disappointment of his expectations 
of the young Suliote's constancy, that he 
heeded not the entrance of Dr, Mavro- 
mati. 

The Doctor was struck with the un- 
wonted expression of despondency which 
had settled upon the Bishop's usually 
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mild and placid features. He approached 
him in silence, and supposing him to he 
in need of his professional aid, sat down 
hy his side, and took his hand to feel his 
poise. 

Ignatios shook his head sorrowfully, 
and gently withdrawing his hand from 
the physician's grasp, put it to his heart, 
and said with a sigh, as the tears rolled 
down his cheeks, — 

*^ No, Doctor, it is here I am smitten I 
Oh, that unhappy hoy I That he should 
have so disappointed all our hopes I " 

" How ?'* exclaimed Mavromati in sur- 
prise. "How else would you have had 
him meet the cruel test they put him 
to?'' 

The Bishop*s eyes glistened with sud- 
den fire as he now shrank hack from the 
physician's touch, and exclaimed in a tone 
of asperity, strangely contrasting with his 
usual mildness, — 

** How else ? — By any way rather than 
hy renouncing the faith in which he was 
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baptized. But you are a philosopher, Dr. 
Mavromati/' continued he, in a sad and 
softened tone. " You see these things in 
a different light." 

" What mean you, O Dhespota 1 by 
these words ? " replied the Doctor ; 
" surely there is some mistake ! Who told 
you that that noble youth has become 
a vile apostate — that the free child of 
the mountains purchased his life by con- 
senting to wear the badge of slavery?" 

" Then *tis not true I " exclaimed Igna- 
ties, while he eagerly seized Mavromati's 
hand, as if to make up for his recent sally 
of indignation; ^4t is not true that my 
brave Photaki escaped death by turning 
Turk ? " 

"Whoever brought you that news, O 
Dhespota! lied in his throat," said Mavro- 
mati, kindling with anger. **I saw it 
all. Oh, what a true Hellenic soul is 
there in that slight boyish frame I " 

Yorgaki had slipped out of the room 
at the beginning of this dialogue, appro- 
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bending that the turn it might take would 
not redound to the credit of his accuracy 
as an historian. 

The Bishop, in compassion to his poor 
timid attendant, did not betray him as 
the author of the calumnious report. Re- 
lieved from the load of anguish it had 
caused him, he lifted up his hands, and 
eyes, and heart, to the Source of all true 
heroism, and then, turning to Mavromati 
with an animated look and tone, begged 
for a detailed recital of all that had passed 
on that eventful morning. 

The Doctor complied with the request, 
expressing in the most enthusiastic terms 
his admiration of the noble bearing of the 
lad, and concluded his account of the 
scene, to which Ignatios listened with in- 
tense interest, by saying, " This stripling 
Suliote behaved in the presence of death 
like a Spartan hero I " 

" Say, rather," observed Ignatios, " like 
a Christian martyr. Be assured, my dear 
Doctor, there is no heroism like that 
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which has its source in the faith of a 
simple Christian heart." 

" If such be the eflfects of faith," re- 
plied Mavromati, ^^I confess that it is 
worth all our philosophy .'* 

" May it not be a question," said the 
Bishop, aifectionately putting his hand 
in the Doctor's, "whether there be any 
true philosophy without faith ? — ^But this 
is a theme too wide and deep," continued 
he, with a serious look, "to be casually 
taken up and hastily treated. What I 
now feel anxious to ascertain is, what can 
be the Vezir's intentions with respect to 
this brave bov? It is clear that some 
change has come over his mind. Some- 
thing has happened — some news have 
reached him which have induced him to 
spare the boy*s life, for the present at 
least. What have you heard? What 
do you know ? What do you conjecture. 
Doctor Mavromati ? " 

Mavromati replied, — " Were I to give 
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your Holiness my conjectures for know- 
ledge, I should seem to know a great 
deal. I have heard much, indeed, sup- 
plying ample food not only for conjecture, 
but for serious reflection on matters that 
involve much wider interests than the 
fate of that child. Oh I had we but a 
few men such as that stripling has shown 
himself to be, we should soon see an end of 
the debasing dominion of these vile, stu- 
pid Turks I But who knows ? Even now, 
perhaps, fortune is preparing an oppor- 
tunity for breaking that cursed yoke, and 
replanting the tree of Liberty on its own 
Hellenic soil I" 

As the Doctor approached this — the 
theme which day and night haunted him, 
and, indeed, all the Greeks of that gener- 
ation, he kindled with his own enthu- 
siasm, and raised his voice to a pitch 
which his reverend hearer repressed by 
the hint that they might be overheard, 
who then, drawing closer to him with an 
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animated look which showed how deeply 
he too was interested in the suhject, 
said, — 

** What makes you think so, Kyr Iatr6 ? 
What have you heard, then ? ^ 

" Before I say anything,'* said Mavro- 
mati, looking to the door, "will your 
Holiness let me tell Yorgaki to admit 
nobody, and to say that you are sick ? '* 

" Yes, do,'* replied Ignatios ; " and truly 
I am sick at heart when I think of my 
poor people, and what they will have to 
suffer before " 

Mavromati, as he returned to his seat 
from giving the order of " wo< at home"* 
to Yorgaki, helped the Bishop to the com- 
pletion of his phrase, — ^* before we Greeks 
recover our freedom. Yes, suffer indeed 
we must, and bleed at every pore; but 
the prize is worth agonizing for, and 'tis 
better and nobler to perish in the strug- 
gle than to wear out life enchained to this 
putrid Turkish carcase." 

" True, Doctor," responded the Bishop. 
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** Freedom contains within it every other 
blessing which men aspire to ; or rather, 
it is the preliminary condition to the 
attainment of all other blessings. But 
yet I doubt me whether our tree of liberty 
would bear any fruit, if it be no better 
than those rootless stocks planted, as we 
hear of, in Frenguia. ' Believe me. Doc- 
tor, you may water such stocks with the 
blood of a whole nation, they will produce 
nothing. The seeds of real living freedom 
must be sown in the hearts of men, of 
rulers, and people, in their moral habits, 
formed, purified, and strengthened, by 
religious faith. All else is deception, and 
will prove a mere delusion, betraying the 
poor people at last into only another form 
of servitude. Be assured, my dear com* 
patriot, all we Greeks (you know how 
intensely I sympathise with your aspira- 
tions after the liberation of our nation,) 
who aim in common at that object nearest 
our hearts, must never lose sight of this 
trite maxim, ^ National freedom can only 
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surely be established on the individual 
sense of duty to Him whom to serve is to 
be free indeed.' " 

Mavromati listened in respectful silence 
to this little homily of the good Bishop, 
and observed, — 

" I admit, Dhespota, that the philo- 
sophers, among whom you are pleased to 
number your unworthy physician, are not 
used to look at political questions in that 
light. But when men suifer, they are not 
disposed to moralise, you know." 

** Oh, yes ! " rejoined the Bishop, " I 
am aware that philosophy and patience 
are not the same thing ; but to expect to 
reap without having first sown, or, what 
is worse still, to look for a harvest of 
wheat from the seed of tares, would be, 
you must confess, a species of credulity, 
to say the least of it, quite as irrational 
as that with which you learned philo- 
sophers taunt us poor simple Christians. 
But, indeed, I am in no humour just 
now for controversy, my dear Doctor," 
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contiiitted Ignatios, with a melancholy 
Binile. " I am impatient to hear the news 
you have to telL" 

Dr. MavTomati proceeded forthwith to 
gratify the Bishop's curiosity. 

**A Tatar,** he said, "had arrived 
express not an hour ago, bringing de- 
spatches to the Yezir which announced 
the approach of a French Beyzade, an 
Elchi, from Corfu.*' 

As he spake, the clatter of horses' hoofs 
over the rough, broken pavement, just 
beneath the windows was heard. 

** Yes," continued the Medico, " 'tis no 
false report ; for sure enough there rides 
the Padre, Mehemet Effendi, escorted by 
the same Tatar, going out post-haste to 
meet him. See how careworn and hag- 
gard he looks I How uneasy he seems to 
sit on his horse ! I shall be surprised if 
he gets to the end of his journey without 
a fall.** 

"Let us not talk of that unhappy 
man,** said the Bishop; "he can meet 
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with no fall so pitiable as that which has 
already degraded him to a depth lower 
than contempt can reach." 

** But," continued he, " 'tis strange the 
French commanders should venture to 
send an Elchi to lodnnina, when it is 
doubtful whether war have not been de^ 
clared between the Sultan and France/' 

" And stranger still," observed Mavro- 
mati, ^^ that the Yezir should, under such 
circumstances, venture to receive him." 

"Oh, let him alone for that I" said 
Ignatios. ^^AI^ Pasha knows what he 
is about. He is a match for any of the 
Frenguis, with all their cleverness and 
knowledge. But what else. Doctor ? " 

" The report brought by the Tat^ is, 
that the French are assembling ships at 
Corfu, to bring over, it is supposed, troops 
to Prevyza." 

" That is not improbable," replied the 
Bishop, ^^ and you may be sure the Vezir 
is well-informed on the matter through 
Kyr Nik6Ia, who, I know, has constant 
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dealings witb the Corfiotes, by whom he 
is kept well-informed of all that is going 
on in the island/' 

"But," asked Mavromati, "has your 
Holiness forgotten that Kyr Nik61a has 
been carried off into the mountains by 
the Klephts? There is nothing else 
talked of in the bazaar. As I came away 
from this morning's sight, I fell in with 
his Palikari, who told me that he had 
just come in great haste from Kalar;^tes 
with the Kyra Angelica, who had gone 
straight to the serai, demanding to see 
the Yezir himself. The man told me 
that she had received news of her hus- 
band, whom, as he understood, the 
Klephts threatened to kiU, if Photo the 
Suliote were not given up by a certain 
day. 

" The shot fired from the Vezir s kiosk, 
which, by killing the executioner, saved 
the boy's life, seems to have coincided 
with the Kyra Angelica's arrival at the 
serai*. Your Holiness wiU draw your 
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inference from this fact. I can't help 
surmising that the reprieve so suddenly 
accorded to the lad may have heen 
prompted hy the threat of the Klephts 
to make away with a man the Vezir can 
so ill spare in the present emergency." 

" Yes, Doctor, you are right," said the 
Bishop, in an animated tone. " The Ve- 
zir can not do without Yanko at this 
moment, and in that circumstance I think 
I perceive a chance of safety for that 
hrave boy. Do, good Doctor, find out all 
you can concerning him, and bring me 
word of all you learn. Oh, that I could 
be instrumental in releasing him from the 
miseries of his prison-house I " 

"I fear," said Mavromati, **that there 
may be another victim not less deserving 
your sympathy than that poor captive. 
He, if he can only clutch a weapon, may 
at least sell the remnant of his life dearly. 
But the fate that awaits that other young 
creature ! . . . I tremble to think of it I " 
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"What other young creature are you 
speaking of?" asked the Bishop ; "what 
fresh victim is there to be led to the 
slaughter ? Explain yourself, Doctor." 

" Worse than slaughter," replied Mav- 
romati. — " *Tis of the Kyra Angelica, 
Yanko's wife, I am speaking," 

" But, my dear Doctor," said the 
Bishop, " what makes you forebode so 
sad a fate for one who, report says, is both 
deformed and ugly? Surely such a one 
has little to apprehend " 

"Report never told so great a lie," 
interrupted Mavromati. "If ever the 
essence of loveliness were concentrated 
in a mortal frame, it is in that woman. 
Bightly was she named Angelica. By 
wh^t strange arts she became the wife 
of one who certainly has nothing angelic 
about him, is a mystery. That there was 
foul play to bring about the marriage 
after the death of her father, Agathopoulo 
of Salonica " 
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** Agathopoulo ! " exclaimed the Bishop, 
in great emotion; "Agathopoulo of Sa- 
lonica I He that was my earliest friend ! '* 

Ignatios now felt as deeply concerned 
in the fate of Angelica as he was in that 
of Photo. He listened with intense in- 
terest to all that Mavromati could tell 
him, which is no more than what the 
reader already knows, respecting Kyr 
Agathopoulo's family and the circum- 
stances under which he was reported to 
have died, and dismissed the Doctor with 
the request that he would bring him back 
every detail he could obtain which could 
throw light upon the intentions of Al^ 
Pasha in regard to the matters they had 
been so earnestly discussing^ 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

After having given orders for the re- 
moval of Angelica from the kiosk to the 
harem, the Pasha had retired to his pri- 
vate apartment, to reflect upon the course 
it hehoved him to pursue in the dilemma 
in which he was placed, by his anxiety, on 
the one hand, to redeem Yanko from the 
hands of the Klephts, and, on the other, 
by his unwillingness to part with his 
Suliote hostage. 

Not that he cared a whiff of his tchi- 
bouk for the life of any individual human 
being. It would have been all the same 
to him if the Klephts had made minced 
meat of the carcase of his trusty agent, 
under any other circumstances; but he 
could ill spare his services at this mo- 
ment, when the uncertain rumours 
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which reached him of the suspicious 
movements making hy his French neigh- 
bours in the Ionian islands, alarmed him 
for the safety of his own territory, and 
rendered it indispensable for him to 
ascertain, bv more authentic intelli- 
gence, what he had to fear from that 
quarter. On this account, as well as for 
the prosecution of sundry other affairs, 
in which Yanko had been confidentially 
employed, and for which he was pecu- 
liarly fitted, both by the suppleness of 
his conscience and his local knowledge, 
the cogitations of the Pasha terminated 
in the conclusion that Yanko was a 
spScialitSf who, by hook or by crook, 
must be snatched from the gripe of 
those Klephts. 

While he was pondering the means 
for accomplishing his purpose, his eyes 
happening to glance upon the court be- 
low, caught sight of a wild-looking Der- 
vish, who was gesticulating, and seemed 
to be muttering something to himself. 
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Al^ immediately recognised the same 
whom he had seen standing near Photo, 
at the instant the jailer Mustafa fell; 
and the glimpse, momentary as it had 
heen, had left on the Pasha's mind one 
of those unaccountably deep impressions 
which sometimes take possession of the 
soul, one knows not why, and haunt it 
like a spectre. 

So it was now with Al^. 

Al^ was a sceptic, and credulous, as 
sceptics sometimes are, on points where 
it would be reasonable to doubt. He 
had been early imbued with an unde- 
finable dread of the class of Dervishes, 
sharing the common belief that they were 
possessed of a certain degree of inspira- 
tion, not unmixed with insanity, and of 
the power of forecasting the future. 

There would seem to be a kind of in- 
stinct, by which men when in perplexity 
and anxious doubt as to the uncertain 
morrow, seek from any chance accident, 
however trifling, that guidance which 
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they do not find in the determination of 
their own will, or in their sense of duty. 

Thus, it sometimes happens, that men, 
the most crafty circumventors of others, 
and the most habitually suspicious of 
plots against themselves, become, by a 
providential retribution, the instruments 
of their own chastisement, and are made 
to fall into the snare so cunningly de- 
vised for their victims. 

AI^ Pasha vras now seized with an 
irresistible desire to hold a colloquy with 
the Dervish, and yet he felt ashamed to 
send for him, lest he should betray his 
weakness ; and perhaps, also, he was de- 
terred by a vague dread of being told of 
some inevitable calamity impending over 
him. 

At this critical moment, one of his at- 
tendants presented himself, and said, 

" Thai Delhi Dervish demands ad- 
mittance to your Highness." 

" BismiUah ! — ^In God*s name let him 
come in,'' replied the Pasha to this an- 
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nouncemeDt, not without a strange emo- 
tion at the coincidence of the visit with 
his own unuttered longing for it. ** Let 
none else approach.** 

Before the pseudo-Dervish is intro- 
duced to the Vezir, a few words explana- 
tory of his former history may help to give 
a meaning to the dialogue which ensued 
between these two personages. 

Samuel, the patriarch of the moun- 
tain churches of Suli, was, even by those 
among whom he lived, looked upon as 
a sort of myth. It was never clearly 
known whence he came. As many 
birth-places have been assigned to him 
as those which contended for the honour 
of having been the cradle of Homer; 
but the general belief was, that he first 
saw the light in one of the islands of 
the Archipelago. He ever studiously 
avoided putting within reach of his in- 
quisitive compatriots any thread by which 
the veil of mystery that hung over his 
early life could be drawn aside, and ex- 
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pose his history to vulgar discussion. 
Whether he really had no antecedents 
worth talking about, and only wished 
to keep people in ignorance of the fact, 
on the " omne ignotum pro magnifico^* 
principle, or whether he had good rea- 
sons for concealing from the world all 
knowledge of his former life, certain it 
is that he kept his own counsel so care- 
fully, and at the same time made himself 
so popular, that the conjectures formed 
concerning him were not wider than was 
the extent of the confidence which the 
people had in his guidance. 

For versatility of talent, and fertility 
of resource when in difficulty and danger, 
he might have claimed kindred with the 
**man of many wiles,** and on that ac- 
count have been supposed, like Ulysses, a 
native of Ithaca. 

His knowledge of the Turkish as well 
as of his own Greek tongue, was such 
as enabled him, on a pinch, to pass for 
an Osmanli, and was now with his other 
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qualifications to stand him in good stead 
on an occasion when, if the Polyphemus 
into whose cavern he was venturing, 
were to suspect his real character, he 
might be sure his fate would be no 
other but that of the companions of 
the crafty Oudeis. 

One quality he had that had never 
yet failed him — imperturbable coolness; 
which, according to the occasions on which 
it is manifested, and the fountain from 
which it springs, is either heroic boldness, 
reckless audacity, or sheer brazen impu- 
dence. 

Samuel, the Caloyero or the Papas, 
(for he was indifferently so called) was 
a man who, when once embarked in 
any enterprise of doubtful issue, made 
up his mind from the outset to succeed 
or perish in the attempt. In the con- 
flicts between Al^ Pasha and the Suliotes, 
in which he had taken part, he had by 
his ability and unbending energy secured 
both the confidence and the obedience 
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of those warlike mountaineers. His 
appeal in the moment of extremity to 
the hearts of his flock, was hy reference 
to the last day, which gained him the 
name of Kgitng, or the last judgment. No 
wonder, if such were the foundation of 
his own resolution, that there was no 
flinching where the sense of duty im- 
pelled him. 

Such, in truth, was the case in the 
present instance. He had promised 
Tzavella and his wife that he would 
ransom their Photo at the hazard of 
his own life, happen what might, and 
he was now engaged in the perilous en- 
terprise of redeeming his pledge. 

Assuming the airs, together with the 
hahit of a Dervish, Samuel walked into 
the presence of the Vezir with a swag- 
gering strut, and seated himself uncere- 
moniously on the divan hy the side of his 
Alhanian Highness, with the familiarity 
of a favourite lap-dog. 

Al^, prepared for any stretch of impu- 
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dence on the part of such fanatics, was 
not disconcerted by this fraternising 
movement of his visitor. 

With the solemn gravity of a decorous 
Osmanlee, which he knew how to assume 
in the company of those he deemed to be 
orthodox professors of Islam, he addressed 
the Dervish, according to the formula of 
good breeding observed in all Turkish 
conversaziones : — 

** Hosh geldiniz — Sefd geldiniz ! Kie^ 
finiz eylmS Babdm? — You are welcome 
— you are come in right time I How are 
you in health and spirits, my father?" 

*' EV humd ^ul illah! — Praise be to 
God I" answered the false Dervish, with 
becoming gravity. 

^^ N6 var^ n6 yok? — What is there? 
What is there not ? " continued the Pasha. 

** OuzelliykI — All goes well I" would 
have been the right answer to this ques- 
tion ; but Samuel, who desired to get at 
the Vezir's thoughts, as a guide for his 
dwn proceedings, observed, — 
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" What can a poor Dervish know of 
the world's affairs? I sit in a comer, 
and hear nothing. I only look on the 
chess-board while others play." 

" The man who looks on sometimes 
sees sharper than he who is playing the 
game," observed the Vezir. " You Der- 
vishes are great roamers through the 
world; you, Babam, are a Hajji, by those 
beads you are counting. Are you lately 
from the Holy City?" 

** How could that be?" rejoined the 
sham Hajji. ** The Guiaoors in Missir — 
curse on their faith I — have put a stop to 
the free passage of pilgrims. But what 
good can come of our having a Grand 
Vezir with only one eye* to fight the 
battles of Islam against that Shaitan 
Boonapart, who has got eyes behind as 
well as before (may he be grilled on the 
gridiron of Jehennum I). If you, O Pasha I 
had been there, our faith would not have 

♦ Vide Hiote. 
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been spit upon by these unclean dogs, 
these Fransiz KiafirsI" 

Al^ Pasha swallowed the compliment 
with a relish, which was not diminished 
by its coming from a reputed madman. 
He began to have a high opinion of the 
Dervish's intellect; and after a short 
pause, said : — 

** It is time for all true Moslems to be 
united against the enemies of our faith ; 
but we must first crush those who are 
at our own doors." 

Samuel understood the allusion to Suli. 
It gave him the occasion he was waiting 
for. 

" True, O Vezir ! so long as a bundle 
of thorns remains at a man's threshold to 
wound his foot, at his first step out of his 
own house, how can he tread down his 
enemy further off? He must first remove 
the thorns." 

** Nay," rejoined the Vezir, ** the 
shortest way is to burn them outright." 
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** Yes," said the Dervish ; ** but he must 
mind that his own house does not catch 
fire while he does so." 

There was here a short pause, as if 
each of the interlocutors was seeking the 
drift of the other's language. The Pasha 
feeling his way before he ventured to open 
himself to a stranger, — the pretended Der- 
vish cautious not to betray, by an irrele- 
vant expression, his real character. He 
knew that there would be but a narrow 
interval between its discovery and impale- 
ment or the fagot. 

Aly continued : — 

" I perceive that thou art a man of 
sense, Dervish Aga I There is a heap 
of thorns at my threshold, which I would 
fain be rid of ; but there are difficulties. 
Those Frengui Guiaoorb are at Corfi; 
and they are already in league with those 
Klephts of Suli. It is necessary to look 
where one treads. A man must sleep 
with his eyes open, when he has such 
devils to deal, with." 
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'• True,'' Mid the Dervish ; "hot why, 
when TOO have one of the imps of Shaitan 
in your power, why do yon allow him to 
live and spit ont his venom upon our 
faith? I saw it with mv own eves this 
day ; and yet yon have not given his body 
to be burned. How is this? Why do 
yon suffer such a scandal, to the shame of 
all true believers ?** 

The Yezir put on a most sanctified 
look, and replied to the Dervish's ques- 
tions by remarking that the world was 
usually deceived by appearances. 

'^ Politic men, who are obliged to look 
beyond them, must consent to incur the 
reproach of holy men, like you, O Der- 
vish I till the truth comes to light. There 
are difficulties, as I said. I perceive you 
are a wise man, my father, and your 
counsel will be of use to enable me to 
overcome them. The Suliote is a host- 
age in my hands. If I destroy him now^ 
I deprive myself of an instrument which 
may hereafter be serviceable in crushing 
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that nest of adders. Bat I have allowed 
myself to be deceived about the boy's 
character. I thought to terrify him into 
submission; but ** 

** No, no," here interrupted eagerly 
Samuel, who was on the point of betray- 
ing himself by a burst of enthusiastic 
eulogy of the brave bearing of his fa- 
vourite Photo. But he checked himself 
suddenly ; and by as rapid a turn as that 
which a good horseman in the game of 
jerrid wheels round and urges his steed 
in a diametrically opposite direction, he 
flared up into a crackling bonfire of im- 
precations and curses against the obsti- 
nacy of the young Klepht and all his 
generation. 

Having by this exhibition of Moslem 
zeal impressed the Vezir with the con- 
viction of his being one of the right 
orthodox stock, Samuel proceeded to 
say :— 

" Where nothing is to be got by using 
violence, why should you not use other 
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means, O Vezir ? If you can't despatch 
your enemy at a blow, why not poison 
him with sweetmeats ? ** 

" Yes,** said the Vezir, " I have thought 
of that, too ; but first I would use him to 
poison all the rest of that vermin. My 
revenge would only be the riper and 
sweeter for delay." 

" Right," exclaimed the Dervish : " I 
understand, you would make him a decoy 
to allure the rest of the brood into your 
net. Nothing so easy. The young thief 
is just at the fit age for spoiling by in- 
dulgence. He knows not yet what are 
the sweets and softnesses of life. He's 
used to the air of the mountains. Hard- 
ship and trial are his nature. Freedom 
is the breath of his nostrils — only look 
into his eye! I watched it just now I 
Face to face with death, 'twas as keen 
and steady as the eaglet's when he gazes 
undazzled on the sun. No, Vezir, you 
may kill his body, but would you subdue 
his mind, you must pamper him with the 
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luxuries of your serai; clothe him in 
Tel vet and gold brocades ; feed him high ; 
give him plentiful drink of wine : he'll 
soon spit on his faith ; he will no longer 
pine for his native rocks, but forget them ; 
and then he will be a ready instrument 
for seducing the rest of his countrymen. 
You will get the reputation of clemency ; 
and instead of suspecting you, they will 
be courting your service." 

The Vezir, after musing a while, 
said: — 

" Well, Babam, your words are words 
of prudence. Your advice is that of a 
faithful Moslem." And then laughing, 
added — ** You Dervishes have the repu- 
tation of being madmen ; but, Vallah I 
Billah I there are few men in their senses 
who judge so well as you. I will try the 
experiment, and you must assist me. Keep 
your ears and eyes open. Go for the 
present ; I will see you again by and by.** 

The Dervish Caloyero had hardly 
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quitted the room, when a Tatar, booted 
and kalpacked, preceded by a Surejee, 
mounted on cattle covered with dust and 
foam, rushed like a whirlwind into the 
court of the serai*. 

His arrival was no sooner announced 
to the Pasha than he was hastily sum- 
moned into the presence, and unrolling 
his despatch-bag, pulled out a small note, 
made up in a form not common in Oriental 
correspondence, which he respectfully de- 
livered into the Vezir's hands. 

" Whence, Emin Aga ? " said Alj^, as 
he looked at the superscription, which it 
was evident his Highness could not de- 
cipher; and without waiting for the 
Tatar's answer, he ordered the Guiaoor 
Mehemet Efltendi to be sent for. 

"Effendim,'' replied the Tat^r, "I 
left Salahora last night. I should have 
been much earlier if the Frengui Elchi, 
whom I had charge of by order of the 
Voivoda, knew how to sit on a horse/' 
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Alp P. ** A Frengui Elchi I Where 
does he come from ? What have you done 
with him?'' 

Tatar. ** I left him an hour ago at the 
tchiflik of Rapsistas. Where he came from 

will he in the letter . Inshallaht I 

can't tell. The Guiaoor is waiting at the 
tchiflik for an answer/* 

Mehemet Efiendi now crept into the 
room, still hearing in his looks the traces 
of the morning's agitation. He fancied 
that it was for some commission con- 
nected with the fate of the captive, who 
already had been the occasion of so much 
mortification to him, that he was now so 
hastily summoned. His alarm was visible 
in the perspiration which trickled down 
his temples, as he stooped to make his 
humblest obeisance to his master. 

No condemned wretch, suddenly hear- 
ing the respite of his sentence, ever 
grinned a more ghastly smile than did 
the Effendi when Al^ tossed him the 
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note, and with unwonted benignity of 
tone, said, — 

** There, Teijiman Bey, read and 
explain to me that writing." 

The Italian could not suppress a smile, 
as his eyes ran over the following speci- 
men of Bepublican epistolary style : — 

**Le Citoyen LSonidas Tite B(mchon 
au Citoyen Pasha^ Moitfiij ou d 
qui de droit. 

" Citoyen, — J'arriye sur le sol de 
FEpire, charge d'une mission importante 
aupres des autorit^s constitutes de ce lieu. 

*' Au nom du Commandant en Chef de 
TArm^e de la R^publique fran9aise, dans 
la Mer lonienne, je demande une audience 
au plutot, vu Turgence. 

" Salut et Fraternity. 

" BOUCHON.*' 

The Citizen Pasha, on hearing the 
interpretation of this Spartan note given 
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by the Effendi, who took upon himself to 
substitute a title better suited to Oriental 
notions and usages than that employed by 
his correspondent, Leonidas Tite Bouchon, 
ordered the Tat^r to be in readiness to 
return forthwith to Rapsistas, as an escort 
to Mehemet Effendi, to whom he at the 
same time gaye his directions with respect 
to this impromptu mission. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

** Je nC ennuye a crever ! ** exclaimed 
Citizen Leonidas Tite Bouchon, utter- 
ing at the same time a most sonorous 
yawn, as he paced up and down the open 
gallery of the farm-house, or tchiflik, of 
Bapsistas, where now, for several hours, 
his heels had heen cooling, and his 
temper graduaUy fermenting with im- 
patience, in fidgetty expectation of the 
Tatar's return from loannina. Ever and 
anon he stopped and looked out upon 
the hot dusty plain, in the direction by 
which he had seen the bearer of his im- 
portant despatch depart. But nothing 
could be seen; and nothing was to be 
heard but the monotonous, never-ceasing 
chirp of countless grasshoppers, mixed 
with the occasional croaking of frogs in 



JPHOTO THE SULIOTE. 2^ 

£l neighbouring plasb, — the only class of 
population which seems to know no dimi- 
nution in the Sultan's territories. 

^^ Peste soit de ces animaux T ex- 
claimed again the impatient Frenchman, 
who was becoming visibly disgusted with 
the company of himself, repeating aloud 
"-4A, que je nCennuye!^^ in a tone of 
despair, which roused from his noonday 
siesta an extremely ancient Turk, who 
was huddled up in a comer at the further 
end of the gallery, slumbering over his 
tchibouk, the mouthpiece of which, half 
slipping from the corner of his mouth, 
was detained from further progress down- 
wards by the entanglements of a stiff 
grey beard. This old codger (no offence 
to call old Turkish gentlemen by the 
name we have adopted from their own 
language) was the vekil or bailiff of the 
farm. He was now just awake enough 
to take such notice of Citizen Bpuchon's 
restless movements, as genuine old Turks 
ever do condescend to take of the doings 
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of tight-breeched Guiaoors, and expressed 
his contempt or his pity, by muttering' 
to himself, " Ajeb shey I — Marvellous 1** 

They who know the horror which your 
sedentary, long-robed, heavy-quilted Os- 
manli, habitually entertains of all unne- 
cessary locomotion onfoot^ will be at no 
loss to understand to what the *^ mar- 
vellous 1 " of the old bailiff applied. But 
the sound of the human voice, even 
though giving utterance to an unknown 
tongue, was, after the hours he had 
passed in silent solitude, music to the 
Frenchman's ears. 

It is no disparagement to the character 
of the lively sons of France, republican 
or monarchical, that of all the sacrifices 
they are ready to make to their country, 
there is none which costs them more than 
any restraint laid upon the run of their 
tongues. Our friend Bouchon was a very 
parrot for talking. No sooner did the 
three syllables above repeated strike the 
tympanum of his ear, than, brightening 



PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 265 

up with the hope of somebody to talk 
atj at least, if not to, he said, "VoiU 
done le vieux bonhomme en train de 
causer; voyons/* 

As he approached him, the old Turk 
beckoned to the carpet on which he was 
himself seated, politely saying, ** Ail- 
touroun — Please to be seated/* Bouchon 
understood the gesture; but his tights, 
(they were very tight in the palmy days 
of sans-cuhttism under the F^rst Repub- 
lic,) and the spurs which projected from 
his boots at a rather inconvenient angle 
for the attitude of a sitter a la Turque^ 
or tailor-fashion, puzzled him somewhat. 

However, where there's a will there's 
a way. So after several fruitless essays, 
having brought himself to an anchor 
alongside of the Turk, doubling one leg 
slantingly under him, and sticking out 
the other at right angles, he had re- 
course to that most convenient of all 
methods for opening a friendly inter- 
course — his snuff-box, which he pre- 
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sented open to bis host, saying, *^Mon^ 
sieur prend-il du tabac f *' 

Old Turks are in general very greedy 
of snuff, and tabak is the word by which 
it is known throughout the Levant. 

The old gentleman took a good pinch, 
put it to his nose, snuffed it up with evi- 
dent satisfaction, and then with the air 
of an inspecteur de rSgie^ said, ** Tabak 
ichok 6yil — Snuff very goodl'* ** Par^ 
bleu ! " said Bouchon, his eyes glistening 
with pleasure, while he thrust a mon- 
strous provision of the dust into bis 
moustachio-fortified nostrils. " // en^ 
tend le jranqais le brave homme.^^ 
Whereupon he was just about starting 
a conversation, which would no doubt 
have been mutually intelligible and agree- 
able, had not the near sound of horses 
directed his attention into another chan- 
nel, and made him scramble up from the 
floor (no easy matter) and go and take 
up a position in the gallery, whence he 
could watch the approach of what he 
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hoped would prove to be the anxiously- 
expected messenger from loannina. 

In a few minutes three horsemen en- 
tered the farm-yard, and on the dust 
which they had raised clearing away^ 
a respectable Turkish gentleman was dis- 
covered at his full length, in the middle 
of a heap of nameless abominations, pre* 
cious to the sight and smell of agricul- 
tural utilitarians, which occupied a comer 
of the court. Into this he had evidently 
been pitched by a horse that was seen 
standing close by, and shaking himself 
with unmistakable satisfaction at having 
disburthened himself of an unpleasant 
incumbrance. 

llie philosophic poet who has treated 
of the " Nature of Things,'* has displayed 
his profound knowledge of the nature of 
man, when he remarks how very sweet 
it is to look down from the security of 
one's own safe, snug comer, upon the 
misfortunes of other folks. 

The accuracy of the Epicurean's ob- 
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search, the Effendi, casting many a 
piteous look at the patches of filth con- 
tracted by his new benish, or upper gar- 
ment, betook himself to the fountain. 
There, tucking up his sleeves to the el- 
bows, he performed his ablutions, not 
perhaps in the most orthodox fashion, 
but to the great refreshment of his skull, 
face, and beard ; which latter, he more- 
oyer disentangled from certain ends of 
straw and dirt sticking thereto, with 
the help of a comb, which, like most 
old Turks, he carried in a side-pocket. 

These operations were carried on 
under the inspection (unconsciously by 
the performer) of Bouchon, who, as he 
obtained a more distinct view of the Re- 
verend Efltendi's features — "Que dian- 
tre 1 " said he in an under-tone, ** mais — 
je veux 6tre pendu si je n'ai pas vu quel- 
que part la figure de ce vieux mama- 
mouchi la I — Oii done? AUons, voyons 
§a de plus pres." 

When the Effendi, now at length 
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dressed cap-d-piS^ emerged by the rickety 
steps, or rather ladder, upon the level 
of the gallery where the Frenchman was 
waiting his approach, he accosted the 
latter with, — 

" Je pense que j'ai I'honneur de m'adres- 
ser a Mossou Leonidas dou Bouchonne?'* 

** Citoyen Bouchon, tout court,** re- 
plied Leonidas, with the Spartan brevity 
of a genuine Republican of the premier 
Ventdse^ an quatre de la LibertS. But 
the politeness of the Frenchman soon 
rising above the conventional rudeness 
of the forced system of that period. Mon- 
sieur du Bouchon immediately added, — 

"A qui ai je I'honneur de parler?*' 

The Effendi replied that he had the 
honour of being the Head Dragoman to 
his Highness the Vezir; and then con- 
ducting him into a little chamber which 
opened on the gallery, invited him to be 
seated on the ottoman that occupied one 
side of it. 

After the preliminary offer of a pinch 
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of their respective snuff-boxes, to stand in 
lieu of the official exchange of full powers 
which precede all important negotiations, 
the Albanian Plenipotentiary opened the 
business by explaining to the Bepublican 
Envoy that the Vezir, on receiving intel- 
ligence of the arrival of an officer of the 
French Government in his district, had 
lost no time in directing him, Mehemet 
Effendi, acting as his Highness's Principal 
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, and 
his Interpreter-in-chief, to proceed forth- 
with to meet his Excellency, and to in- 
quire into the object of his mission. 

"When I shall have reported to his 
Highness what you have to communicate,** 
continued the Effendi, " the Pasha will 
decide whether, and when, and how he 
shall receive you. You are aware that 
the state of the relations between the 
Sublime Porte and France are quite 
altered since the invasion of one of the 
Sultan's provinces by a French army, and 
if the Vezir does admit you into his pre- 
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senoe, it can only be under the belief that 
you are instructed to make such overtures 
as may, through his Highnesses channel, 
lead — Inshallahl — ^to there-establishment 
of the friendly relations and the good un- 
derstanding which had hitherto subsisted 
between the two goyernments.** 

The last phrase was spoken in that 
suppressed tone, just raised above a 
whisper, which imparts to conversation 
an air of mystery, that, like the " secret 
and confidential *" in the comer of a sheet 
of foolscap, announcing a fact read a week 
before in the newspapers, is supposed by 
the ignorant vulgar to form the staple of 
the diplomat's craft. 

The intense attention with which the 
Frenchman appeared to listen to the 
Effendi, and the solemn look with which 
he continued silently to look into his face 
some moments after he had done speak- 
ing, might have deceived a deeper ne- 
gotiator than even our Jesuit into the 
belief that Citizen Bouchon was revolving 




PHOTO THE SULIOTE. 273 

in his mind all the consequences, as they 
affected the destinies of the Ottoman 
Empire and the French Repuhlic, to say 
nothing of the rest of the civilised world, 
which might result from the present con- 
ference. 

Judge, then, ye grave and solemn ex- 
pounders of Vattel and Puffendorf, hy 
your own hahits of decorum and usual 
precautionary circumlocution — judge what 
was the astonishment, not to say dis- 
may, of the Reverend Effendi, when all 
of a sudden this extraordinary envoy of 
the one and indivisible Republic, instead 
of returning a well-pondered reply suit- 
able to the gravity of the occasion, burst 
forth with an awful — 

" Corbleu I oui — c'est bien lui ! N est- 
ce pas done toi, mon vieux Papa Jerome ? 
Comment ? tu ne reconnais pas ton ancien 
camarade, Jacot Bouchon?" 

Has it nev^r happened to you, O bene- 
volent reader of this tale 1 (supposing such 
a personage exists) — has it never hap- 
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pened to you, while apparently listening 
to another's discourse, to be so entangled 
in your own thoughts as to lose all 
knowledge and comprehension of his 
meaning, who might as well be talking 
Chinese or political economy? and the 
less you attend, the wiser you look, and 
the more approvingly you interject here 
and there — " true** — ** exactly" — "just 
so" — till at length your friend stops to 
ask your opinion, and you are reduced to 
the alternative of agreeing to everything 
in the lump ; or of acknowledging that 
you have not heeded one syllable of all 
that he has been at the trouble of explain- 
ing for the last hour. 

So it was with our friend Bou- 
chon. 

Instead of attending to the Effendi's 
speech, he was all the while hammering 
his brains to recollect where on earth it 
was he had met with his vis-d-vis ; and 
as he went on, dipping in vain into the 
side-pockets of his memory to fish up the 
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label he wanted to stick on the sallow, 
muddy face, opposite to him, he assumed 
that very serious aspect which, as I said, 
deceived the Effendi so naturally into the 
belief of his discourse having made a pro- 
found impression on the Eepublican pleni- 
potentiary. 

The fact is, it was not on earth, at 
least not on dry land, that these two 
impromptu negotiators had first met. 
They had been fellow-passengers on board 
the same transport, one of the fleet 
which conveyed the French army to 
the shores of Egypt. The Jesuit Gero- 
nimo Malafidi, alias Mehemet E£Pendi, 
was there in the capacity of Oriental 
interpreter, for which employment his 
studies in the Missionary College of the 
Propaganda at Bome had prepared him ; 
the Citizen Jacot Bouchon, alias L^o- 
nidas Tite Ditto (an impromptu classical 
addition made to his homely patronymic 
on his landing on the coast of Epirus), 
was there as a volunteer in quest of glory, 
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or of whatever else more substantial he 
might have the good fortune to stumble 
upon by the way. 

The same transport conveyed the heavy 
luggage belonging to the staff of savans 
who accompanied that famous expeiUtion, 
and all the apparatus employed in the 
investigation of those scientific subjects, 
of which the results, as the learned world 
knows, were embodied in the famous 
work on Egypt. 

The boat employed in carrying part of 
this apparatus, including one of the sa- 
vanSj as well as Malafidi and Bouchon, 
was upset in crossing the Bar of Rosetta. 
The activity of the latter in saving some 
of the precious stores, especially an in- 
strument for the decomposition of mum- 
mies, having attracted the notice and se- 
cured the gratitude of the learned citizen 
who had the mummy department assigned 
to him, determined Bouchon's career. 
He was by the interest of his patron at- 
tached to the corps of savanSf in the 
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capacity of Interpr^te Aspirant and Mani- 
pulateur Ckymique (his knowledge of 
languages and chymistry being such as 
befitted a gamin de Paris), while Malafidi 
was employed as Chief Interpreter to the 
Commander-in-Chief. 

We have seen how the latter exchanged 
the Jesuit's robe for the Moslem benish. 
We need not stop now to relate how 
Bouchon was transferred from the service 
of his scientific friends in Egypt to that 
of the French authorities at Corfu. It is 
nothing to the purpose of our story. 

Papa Jer6me (in which the learned 
reader will recognise a free translation of 
the Jesuit appellative of Padre Geronimo, 
suitable to the principles and language 
of the Fratemite and Egalite epoch) had 
no difficulty in recollecting the bewhis- 
kered and besabred individual before him, 
his old shipmate and comrade Bouchon. 
But the consciousness of the apostasy 
which had since occurred, the shame of 
it rendered doubly bitter by the mortifi- 
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cation ho had so recently undergone, and 
a natural timorousness, which the sense 
of his degradation had further increased, 
made him shrink a moment from the 
recognition, which he feared might ope- 
rate, he knew not how, to his prejudice 
among the real Mussulmans. 

But Bouchon was not to he balked 
of the felicity of meeting with an old 
acquaintance in such an outlandish spot 
as the one in which they were. 

Man, say some treatises on zoology, is 
by nature a sociable animal. There may 
be limits to so general a proposition, but 
there can be no doubt of its truth applied 
to a Frenchman. His first instinct is to 
seek somebody with whom he can causer. 
Bouchon, therefore, nothing rebutted by 
the cautious recognition of Papa Jer6me, 
clinched the fact of their former acquaint- 
ance by giving the old gentleman a frater- 
nal hug, while he kissed him on both 
cheeks ; then throwing himself back and 
holding him out at arm's length, to have 
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a fuller view of the dear man, repeated 
the emhrace, and the first assertion, — 
** Oui, oui, c'est bien lui, ce bon Papa 
Jer6me ! ^ 

There was no help for it now; so 
Papa Jerome could do nothing less than 
return the friendly salutation of the ardent 
Bouchon ; which he did with the same 
grace that a demure, prudish, tortoise- 
shell tabby, would exhibit in the embrace 
of a mischiefJoving monkey. 

The Eflfendi having disengaged himself 
from the Citizen's hugs, was assuming a 
grave plenipotential face, preparatory to 
resuming the business which had so unex- 
pectedly brought them together, when 
Bouchon exclaimed, — 

" Ah ! 9a, mon cher Effendi, tr^ve aux 
affaires jusqu'apres diner. II sera temps 
alors de jouer la comedie. Je crevais 
d'ennui tantot. Maintenant je creve de 
faim." 

The Effendi was obliged to confess that 
he had left loannina so suddenly, that he 
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had come unprovided with food, and 
he feared there was nothing to be got at 
the tchiflik. But they should soon be at 
loannina, where a konak had been ordered 
for the Elchi Bey by the Vezir, and there 
everything would be prepared. 

This was very undiplomatic, it must be 
confessed, on the part of the Effendi, as it 
at once confessed the Vezir's intention to 
admit the Frenchman to his presence. 

But Bouchon was too hungry to think 
of anything but the immediate interests of 
his stomach. He went and brought up 
his saddlebags, out of which having se- 
lected two bundles, he returned to the 
room, of which he carefully closed the 
door, and then unfolding the fragment of 
a gigantic Bologna sausage, with some sea- 
biscuit, he set to work like an ogre who 
has been on short commons for a week. 

After he had somewhat appeased the 
first ravenous cravings of the fell monster, 
and facilitated the descent of the ava- 
lanche down his gullet by the libations 
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which followed from a case-bottle of some 
fragrant liqueur, which was carefully 
wrapt up in the other bundle, Bouchon 
detected in a certain significant twinkle of 
the Eflfendi's eye undoubted indications of 
no repugnance to keep him in countenance 
by joining in the operation; 

** Pardon, mon cher," spluttered out 
Bouchon, with his month half full; *'par. 
don, c*est par delicatesse que je n*ai pas ose 
t*en offrir," (here he cut off another huge 
slice of the unclean beast, which the pig- 
amerced Mussulman followed with glisten- 
ing eyes till it vanished down his scrupu- 
lous companion's voracious maw). 

" Je me fais un devoir vois-tu," con- 
tinued Bouchon, ** de respecter les pre- 
juges religieux : a Rome comme a Rome ; 
a la Mecque comme a la Mecque. J'ai 
toujours en un grand respect pour ton 
Prophete et ses institutions." 

Here he applied the bottle to his lips, 
which he smacked with great delight, at 
the same time absorbing, by a long and 
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loud insuction, the few drops which lin- 
gered, like the trickling of rain on an old 
thatch, ahout the fringes of his enormous 
moustache. 

Having given this practical proof of his 
respect for Mahometan institutions, the 
Sieur Bouchon proceeded to eulogise their 
founder. 

" C'etait un fier gaillard, ce Citoven 
Mahomet! savaiUl mener son monde, 
tamhour hattant, celui-1^? Aussi je ne 
m'6tonne pas, que tu te sois fait Turc, 
mon vieux mamamouchi. Le cas echeant, 
je pourrais bien suivre ton exemple. Dis, 
done ! — vos mouftis n accordent-ils pas de 
dispense aux nouveaux convertis quant 
au vin? 

The Effendi, who had kept a longing 
eye upon the flask, which his senses both 
of sight and smell assured him could con- 
tain nothing but right genuine Maras- 
chino di Zara, and had been watching for 
an opportunity to insinuate a hint, without 
disparagement to his orthodoxy^ that he 
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had no objection to testify his respect for 
the institutions of the Prophet after the 
liberal fashion of his companion, answered, 
ex cathedrdi that the Koran, in prohibit- 
ing wine, did not include other liquids, 
which, like maraschino, rum, &c., came 
under the general head of sherbet. 

** For example/' continued he, taking 
up the flask which Bouchon had inadver- 
tently placed between them, and looking 
at the printed label with the glance of an 
experienced connoisseur, "this, I should 
think, is genuine maraschino. Vediamo — 
Let us see." He then applied it to his 
long Italian nose, which actually curled 
inwards like a tapir's snout with delight 
at the intoxicating fragrance, and then, 
unable any longer to restrain his hete- 
rodox appetite, lifted the flask to his 
mouth, and bowing to Bouchon ' with 
" Con suo permesso,'' took a hearty pull 
at the Guiaoor's sherbet. 

Not having prepared the same substan- 



284 PHOTO THE SULIOTB. 

tial foundation as the Frenchman had 
done for the reception of such a now, to 
him, unwonted strong lihation, the effect 
of it on the grave Effendi's hrain was in- 
stantaneous. All reserve gave way at 
once. The miseries, the shame and re- 
morse of the renegade, were in a moment 
{Jor the moment only) forgotten. He 
caught his old comrade's hand, and in 
an ecstasy of maudlin sentimentalism ex- 
claimed, — 

**Carissimo, Tire Bouchon, quel hon- 
heur de revoir un ancien ami, lorsqu'on 
se trouve parmi'* . . . ces barbares, was 
at the tip of his tongue ; hut an oppor- 
tune hiccup intercepting the finale of his 
effusion, gave time for the recovery of 
the instinctive caution of the Jesuit. 

He remained just sober enough to per- 
ceive* the danger of committing himself by 
a more open avov^al of the sentiments 
which those two words would have ex- 
pressed, and adroitly gave a new turn to 
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the unfinished sentence, by observing how 
much the happiness of meeting with an 
old friend was increased by meeting also 
with such sjrmpathy of sentiment — to say 
nothing of the maraschino. 

" C est bien vrai, Papa Jerome," an- 
swered Bouchon, who now, thoroughly 
potus etpransuSf was in that amiable, harm- 
less humour, which disposes a man under 
the quiescent process of digestion, like a 
well-gorged boa constrictor, to agree with 
everybody's sentiments on every subject. 

** Tu as bien raison: un honnete homme 
s'accommode de tout, Pourvu qu'on soit 
honnete homme, qu*importe qu'on soit 
Turc, Pape, Galvaniste, Hottentot, Mu- 
sulman. Liberte^ Egalit^^ Fraternity 
voila le veritable credo I 9a vaut tons les 
Patenotres, tons les Ave de tons les Papes 
et Archipapes du monde. Encore un 
coup, mon vieux camarade, a la sante de 
tons les braves gens qui pensent comme 
nous I Quant aux autres qu'ils s'arrangent 
comme ils Tentendent, c'est la leur aflFaire.'* 
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Just as the Effendi was about to obey, 
with no little alacrity, the invitation of his 
old friend to take another sip, a heavy step 
was heard coming along the gallery ; the 
next moment the kalpack of the Tatar 
was thrust into the room from behind the 
tattered perdeh, and then, without cere- 
mony or leave-asking, plumped himself 
down by the side of the two negotiators, 
and asked if they had done their affairs. 
Addressing himself to the Padre, he told 
him in the du-haut-en-bas style of a truly 
orthodox Mussulman speaking to a Gui- 
aoor, that the horses were ready, and 
that it was time to be off for loannina. 

** The Vezir's orders,'* said he, ** were 
to convey the Elchi Bey straight to the 
Bostan serai, and not to be later than the 
first hour after the Aksham namaz. We 
shall just have time to get there, so come 
let us be off. Yallah /" 

^'Je ne demande pas mieux," said 
Bouchon, as the courier's rather uncere- 
monious injunctions were interpreted by 
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the Eflfendi to His Excellency , for such 
is implied in the title of Elchi Bey, or 
Prince Ambassador, which in the good 
old times was bestowed on any Frengui, 
conveying no matter what unimportant 
message to any Turkish authority, with as 
little stint, and as little right, as the titles 
of Grandeur, Altesse, &c., were showered 
on Monsieur Jourdan by the link-boy. 

" As for the affair which we had to talk 
over, we can easily do that cUeminfaisant^ 
continued he, rising from his seat on the 
floor, and snatching up the maraschino 
flask, which he was about to thrust back 
into his saddlebags, when the Tatar, with 
the utmost composure of manner and 
gravity of countenance, quietly took it out 
of his hand, tossed off the contents to the 
last drop — true, there remained but a few 
— and then returned the empty bottle with 
the like composure, and kissing the tips 
of his five fingers, which he gathered up 
to one point, marking thereby that it was 
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the quintessence of good sherbet, said, 
•* Tchok eyi ! Buono V 

" Par exemple, il ne se. gene pas, ce 
gros bonnet,*' observed Bouchon, not quite 
determined whether to resent or to laugh 
at the quiet impudence of the Turk ; but 
there was no time to debate the matter, 
and his naturally easy temper recommend- 
ing the gentler alternative, he burst into 
an immoderate fit of laughter, and repeat- 
ing his liberal maxim, ^^ a la Mecque 
comme a la Mecque,'' he put his arm 
familiarly into that of Mehemet Effendi's, 
and while he helped him into his saddle, 
reminded him of his morning's eversion as 
a warning against a similar catastrophe. 

In a moment the whole party were on 
the full gallop towards loannina, whither 
we shall precede them, to see what in the 
meantime has been doing there. 
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NOTES TO VOL. n. 



Page 23. 

*' Him of Arta." "O 'Agrn? — ''O 'lA»«Fy/wy. — He 
of Arta ; He of lodnnina. An abbreviation in 
common use among the Greeks, to denote the 
Bishop of Arta, &c. 

Page 119. 

"Critikos." — The natives of Candia, who are so 
called from Crete, the classical name of that island, 
many of whom apostatised from the Christian faith 
at the time of the Turkish invasion, were notorious 
for the bad character they bore throughout the 
Levant. 

Page 156. 

"A three -days' bride." — One of the customs 
observed on the occasion of Armenian weddings 
is, that the bride remains veiled for the first three 
days of the honeymoon, during which time it is 
considered indecorous for her to be seen by her 
husband in the act of eating. 
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Fm^ IS9. 

Tbe foDowixkg tnit of chartcter in m Soliole boj, 
thcia\ ^ren reai^ eld. o cc ur re d mder mr own 
oliervidon. 

Hf- wms «eii^ at \he c«pen window of the Bishop of 
ArUiV hcmi^ at Iconnina. eating cherriesw the stoness 
of which he CAM into the nreet below. 

A Tonng Turk lc<kked up at him and be^an to 
revile him. calling him all manner of names. 

The linle feDow pnt hi? head oat at the windoir, 
and cried ont — ^ Stv^f sm? luu lym ? SosX*»rK ufu/* 
VoFX thou know who I am ? I am a 5irliofe. 

Thi? chiLi, a beautifnl creatare, w&s one of many 
poor orphan? who were taken chaipe of hj some oi 
the wealthier inhabitants of loannina. after the cap- 
tare of Sali bv Alv Pasha, and the destracdon or 
dispersion of its brave defenders. 

Page 205. 

"M*^ — more,** This word, the equivalent of 
T^om fool in oar version of the New Testament^ 
is used bv the Greeks of the present day without 
any precise meaning being attached to it. 

It is sometimes employed in good-humoured ban- 
tering, sometimes as a term of fondness, according 
to the tone of the speaker : as, for example, from a 
parent to a child, and not unfrequently as an exple- 
tive in the same manner as the monosyllablB ^w^, 
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pronounced hrayy which has no meaning at all, and 
is applied simply as a vocative in addressing infe- 
riors or children. So, ^w^s 9rfl6<Jwe, hray paidhiay 
may be translated, Halloa, boys I 

The above monosyllable furnishes an instance of 
the mode the Greeks resort to, in order to supply the 
sound of our 6, which is wanting in their alphabet, 
the /3, beta, being by them pronounced like our v. 

To an English teacher of Greek the combination 
must appear somewhat strange, ^ as in the super- 
scription of a letter once addressed by a Greek to 
an English merchant in the Levant, whose Christian 
name Robert was contracted by his familiar friends 
to Bob, the name by which he was known to hjs 
Greek correspondent, who directed his letter thus : 
"T5 Kv^tu MfFt^fiTTi'' — literally. To Lord Bobs; 
which would naturally be read oiF at first sight, 
mumps or pumps. 

The change of b into v, and vice versa^ is common 
also to the Spaniards, who are sometimes betrayed 
by it into mistakes in the pronunciation of a foreign 
language. Thus, a Castilian gentleman introduced 
his brother-in-law, a widower, to a friend, as 
" mon veau frere qui a le malheur d'etre 6euf.*' 

Page 251. 

" One-eyed Vezir." — At the time of the invasion 
of Egg^t by the French, the Grand Vezir, Yusuf 
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Pasha, was known also by the appellation of Kiar 
Pasha ; i.e. the blind or one-eyed Pasha. 

Ho was 80 caUed in consequence of his having 
lost an eye in the game of djerrid with his 
attendants. 

The Yezir sent for the man whose unlucky dart 
was the accidental cause of the injury, gave him a 
purse of money, and ordered him to depart; '* for 
fear," said he, *' that if you were in my sight, 
when smarting from the loss of my eye, I might 
be provoked to do you some mischief ! " 



London :— Printed by G. BA.ftCLAT, Castle St. Leiceit^ §4. 



